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PREFACE. 


The book, cf which this is an English rendering, 
ap^ared in Denmark eighteen years ago, and waB 
speedily followed by an English translation, now 
long out of print, issued by the publishers of the 
present version. In Germany it appeared very re- 
cently in a somewhat modified form, and has there 
aroused almost unparalleled interest, running, I am 
tojd, through upwards of twelve editions in the 
course of a year. The present English version is 
made from this German version, the translator faith- 
fi^ly following the author’s powerful ’ conception, but 
pruning certain portions, recasting certain others, 5nd 
omitting some less interesting to English Readers, in 
the hope of rendering such a reception and appre- 
ciation as the book in itself deserves, yet more 
probable in this country., 

It may be interesting to some to know that ^ the 
title is not quite a new one, for just before the^ death 
of Oliver Crojnwell a, book >^as published e.ititlcd 
'Messages from Hell; v Letters from a Lost Soul. 
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« • 

This *l have not had the opportunity of looking/ 
into ; but* it must a remlrkalile l^ook, I do not f 
say, if it equals, but if it comes half-way toward the 
fearful interest of this voluitie. 

My sole motivclowards ofleniig to write a pre- 
face to the^present form of the work was my desire 
to have jt rAd in this counfry. In perusing the Ger- 
man a few ftionths ago, I was so much impressed with 
its imaginative energy, and the power of tru*-h in it, 
that I felt as if, other duties permitiin^ I would 
gladly have gone through the no slight labour of 
translating it myself ; — labour I say, because no good 
work can be done in any field of literature without 
genuine labour; and one of the common injuries 
between countries is the issue of unworthy trans- 
lation. That the present is of a very different kind, 
the readers of it will not be slow to acknowledge. 

I would not willingly be misunderstood : when I 
say the book is full of truth, I do not mean either 
truth of theory or truth in art, but something far 
defper and higher — the realities of our relations to 
God and ^an and duty — all, in short, that belongs 
to tke conscience. Prominent among these is the 
awful verity, that we make our fate* in unmaking 
ourselves ; that men, in defacing \he fmage of God 
in themselves, construct for* themselves a world of 

r 

horror^ and dismay;, that of the outer darkness our 
own deeds and chaV^cter *art the informing or in- 
wardly creating cause ; that .’f a man will notrhavc 
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God/he never can be rid of liis weary and Hateful 
self. 

• Concerning the theological forms into which the 
writer’s in^^ginatio^s fall,J do not care to spemk either 
for or against them here. My hbpe from* the boolf" 
is, that it will rouse in some the prophetic irnagina- 
tion* so that even from terror th#y may* turn to the 
Father of Lights, from whom alone come all true 


thcorie.^ as well as every other good and perfect gift. 
One thing, in^this regard, alone I would indicate — 
the' faint, ill but inaudible tone of possible hope, cvev 
and anon vanishing in the blackness of despair, that 
nq^w and then steals upon the wretched soul, and a 
little comforts the heart of the reader as he gathers 
the frightful tale. 

Byt there is one growing persuasion of the present 
ag^fef which I hope this book may somewhat serve to 
stem — not by any argument, butj^y such a healthy 
upstirring, as I have indicated already, of the imagina- 
tion and the conscience. In these da)-®, when men are 
so gladly hearing afresh that ‘ in Him is no darkifcss 
at all that God therefore could not haVe created 
' any man if He knew that he must live in torture to 
all eternity ; and that his hatred to evil cannot be 
expressed by injuj^ice, it'jelf the one essence of evil; 
— for certainly it would be nothing less than in- 
justice to punish infinitely what was finitely com- 
mitted, no siryier being capable of undcrst?riding 
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UK>tber falsdiood— >les8, yet^vluy, 
perikm ; ^tiioasancU^ of half-^n|en ^imagine that, 
jjpce it is declared with soch authority th%t hell 4a 
not eveiliu^ng, there is ^en hdl at &11* To 
Iheb folly 1 }br oneffiave never given enticement or 
shelter I see no hope for many, noVay for the 
divine love •to reach them, save through a very 
ghastly helk Men l^ve got to repent ; there is no 
other escape for them, and no escape from tl^at * 

I confess that, while I hold the bo«k to abound 
ip right genuine imagination, the art of seems* to 
me in one point defective : — not being cast in the 
shape of an allegory , but in that of a narrative jA 
actual facts — many of which I feel might, nu^ be 
true — the presence of pure allegory in parts, and 
fcwThing inherent portion of the whole, is, ho^rever 
good the allegory in itself, distinctly an intrus^, 
the pre se nce of a ^reign body. For instance, it b 
good allegory that the uttering of lies on earth is the 
fountain of a faul river flowing through hell ; bpt 
in (he presentation of a real hell of men and women 
and miser/, the representation of such a rivCr, with 
snch^ origin, as actually flowing through the fright* ' 
&1 r^on, is a discord, greatly weakdning the just 
h verisimilitude. But this is Jhe wcfrst fliult I have to 
ifind with it, and cannot do much harm ; for the virtue 
of the book will no^ be much weakened thereby: 
and i^ mission is ndUto aasvgei' any question' <A the 
istehecti to please ^ ^ content the a|tistic i 
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f^ntHy*but Ho make righteous use^of the • 
|j|om>r ; an^ Jn^ thi^ so* far as J know 
paralleled. « TThe book has a fearful title, 
foore fearful^than itJ^ title ; <^ut if it help t 
away from lhat which alone is iCally h. 
(^oing of unrj^teousness, it will prove its< 
come of a dhrine energy of deliverance. 

For my part, believing with my whole 
to khow pod is, and alone is, eternal lifr 
he only knows Pod who knows Jesus Chrl 
gladly, even* by a rational terror of the 
probable, rouse any soul to the conscious.. 
does»not know Him, and jthat it must app- 
or perish. 

The close of the book is, in every respe* ■ 
of imagination, that of art, that of uttera- 
getl^ admirable, and in horror supreme, 
who shuns the horrible as a thing* in ar* 
take heed that it be not a thing in fa. 
cherished; that he neither plant nor*n<' 
root\f bitterness whose fruit must be h 
doing of "wrong to his neighbour ; and I. 
JP difference in the unlawful there be, ’ 
unmanly of wrodgs. whose sole defence 1 . 
cowardly words ^ ‘ Alfe I my sister’s keepe> 

C^RGE Mac D' 
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LETTER I, 

I FELT the approach of death. There had been a 
time of unconsciousness ftJllowing upon the shiverings 
and wild fancies of fever. Once more I seemed to 
be waking ; but what a waking ! The power of life 
was goitt ; I lay weak and helpless, unable to move 
han^'/or foot; the eyelids which I had raised, closed 
again paralysed ; the tongue had gr«vn too large for 
the parched mouth ; the voice — my own voice — 
sounded strange iri my ears. I heard those say that 
watched me — they thought I understood not — ‘Ho 
is past suffering.’ Was I ? Ah me ! I |uffcred 
more than human soul can imagine. I had a terrible 
conviction that I lay dying, death creeping nearer. 
I had always shrunjc from the bare thought of it, but 
I never knew what it*meantHo be dying, nevbr before 
that hour. Hour ? — nay, fhe hours drifted into days^ 
and the days seemed one awful hour of horror ^nd 
agony at the boujidary line of life, 

Whe^e was faith ? I had Believed once, but that 
was long ago. Vainly IHried to call back some 

I 
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shr^ of belief ; the poorest remnant of faifh woijld 
have s^med a wealth of c<?mfo^ in^die deep angui^ 
of soul that compassed me about There was noth- 
ing I ^ouftl cling to — iftjthing \o uphold me. Likt 
a drow»irfg man« I would have snatched at a straw 
eve« ; but there was nothing — nothing 1 That is a 
terrible word ; one word only in all human utterance 
beingdore terriSlc still-^too late I too late ! Vainly 
I struggtcd ; an ^onising fear consumed what weis 
left of me. 

And that which I would not cajl back stood up 
before my failing perception with an urfsought* clear-, 
ness and completeness of vision — the life which lay 
behind me, and now was ebbing away. But little 
good had I done in that life, and much evil. ? saw 
it : it stood out as a fearful fact froru the background 
of consciousness. I had lived a life of selfishness, 
ever pleasing my own desire. It was truo^ awfully 
true, that I had not followed the way of life, t^t the 
paths of dcath^ince the days even of childhood. 
And now 1 lay dying, a victim of my own folly, 
wretched, hglplcssly lost! One after another my 
^ins rose before me, crying for expiation ; but was 
too lal^ now — too late for repentance.^ Despair 
only was left ; the very thought of repentance had 
fa*ded from the brain. 

Not yet fifty years old, possessed of everything 
that coirid make life pleasant, anfl yet to die — it 
seemed impossible, though I ,.felt that death even 
■^hen had entered my being. There was death with- 
ifi^'^me, and death ^without ; it spoke from the half- 
light of the sick* chamlJcr ; it Ipoke from every 
feature of the watchers abput me ; it spoke trom the 
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qhurchfard silence that curtained coifth. Itfwas 
a fearful hour, yid L th^ chief pefson, the centre of 
all ^that horror— ewry eye up(!n me, every ear 
glistening f5r my p;]ftting bfeath. A shudder went* 
through mef: I felt as one already buried — buried^ 
alive ! 

Ope thought of comfort seemed left — 1 spatched at 
it ; it won't go worse with you than^ith rrtost people! 
Is there anything that could have shown ithe depth 
of my wretchedness more clearly than the fact that I 
could comfort myself with such miserable assurrftice ? • 
Was* it noti the very cause of all my misery’ that I 
had come by the broad way chosen by the many ? 

But what avails it now to depict the horrors of 
my4ast struggle, since ijo living soul could compre- 
hend my sufferings, or understand what I felt, on 
entering the gates of death. Hell was within me. 
No, nc^; it was as yet but approaching. 

Tr'hc end drew nigh. Once more 1 raised my 
eyEs, and beheld the terror distorting my own features 
reflected from the faces that watched me. A deep- 
drawn sigh, a gurgling moan, a last convulsive 
wrepeh — and 1 was gone. . . . 

An unknown sensation laid hold of me. What 
was this*I felt? Death had clutched my ev^ery fibre, 
fcut I seemed released, free, strangely free ! Oon- 
sciousness had been fading, but was returning even 
now, waking es * firtDm a swoon. Whci^ was I ? 
Mist and night, desolatiop and emptiness, enveloped 
me ; but the dismal* space could not be called daric, 
for I could see, although there wa^ not a ray of^jght 
to aid me. Tl^ first feeling efeeping througlf me 
was a Sensation of cold, of inward cold, rising from 
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the rery roRts of being ; chill after chill went fhroug^b 
me ; I shuddered* with chfcttering feeth. And ai^ 
indescribable loathing seized mefborn of the nauseous 
vapours that wrapt me about ^Where was I ? My^ 
mind reve(;tcd to the story of the ricR man who, 
having ^ied, lifted up his eyes in he^J. Was I the 
rich man^ But that could not be ; for of hipi tli# 
story tells that h® longecj for a single drop of water 
to cool hie tongue, and it says he was tormented in 
flame. Now I was shivering — shivering wj^h a fear- 
ful cbld. Yet it is true, nevertheless— terribly true — 
about the tormenting fire, as I found outiere long. 

But consciousness, at first, seemed returned chiefly 
to experience an indescribable feeling of nakedness, 
which, indeed, might explaig the terrible cold assail- 
ing me. I still believed in my personal identity, 
but I was merely a shadow of myself The eye 
which saw, the teeth which chattered, did nqt exist 
any more than the rest of my earthly body existed. 
All that was left of me was a shade unclothed to’fhe 
skin — nay, to the inmost soul. No wonder I shivered ; 
no wonder I felt naked. But the feeling of naked- 
ness, strong as it was, excluded shame. 

' It did not exclude a sense of utter wretchedness. 
All the manliness, my pride of former days, had left 
me"^.- Men despise abject cowards I know, but I had 
sunk below the contempt even of such a name. 
Wretched,, unutterably wretched^ T was making my 
entry into hell at the very Jime when my obsequies, 
n<^ doubt, were about to be celefirated on earth with 
all the pomp befitting the figure I had played. What 
boot^ it that some 'priest with solemn chant should 
count me blessed, assuring the mourners that I had 
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gained* the realms of gl^ry wherj tears are w'ped 
^way and sorrow is |io more ? wh^t booted*it, alas 1 
sinte I, mijerable I, Ivas even then awaking to the 
>pangs of hell ? Wee is m^— ah, woe indeed L 

I hastened onward. Was that earth*, or what, 
that touched ffiy feet ? It was soft, spongy — a cjucer 
pavenpient ! Possibly it consisted of th(fse good 
intentions with which, as some one* has pointed out, 
the road to hell is paved. Waljdng felt ‘strangely 
unpleasait, but I got along, walking or flitting, I 
know not whichv nor yet how fast; on I went through 
mist ’or daAcness, or whatever it was. In the far 
distance, it might be some thousands of miles away, 
I perceived a glimmering light, and instinctively 
towards that light I directed my course. The mist 
seemed to grov\i less dense, forms took shape about 
me, but they might be merely the work of. imagina- 
tion ; »hadowy outlines of castles, palaces, and houses 
app^fering through the mist. Sometimes it was as if 
my blind haste carried me nght thfpugh one of these 
ghostly structures. After a while I began to dis- 
tinguish human phantoms flitting alyng, singly at 
firsts but soon in greater number. I viewed theip 
with horror, fully aware at the same time t^at they 
were merely beings like myself. Suddenly a tropp 
(5f these spirits surrounded me. I burst from th?m, 
tremblingly, but only to be seized upon by another 
troop. I say ^ized* upon,.for they snatched at me 
eagerly, as if each one meant to hold me fast, shade 
though I was. Vainly they tried to detain mft, 
raising their cries incessantly. •But what cHts ! 
Their voices fell^on my ear as a •miserable whee^ng, 
a dismll moaning. In ^qiy horror I gave a scream. 
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and lol it was .the sart^e puny frightful sounS, 

There was such ^ whirr of voices, f could not pos<^ 

sibly make them out ; ^ot, at Beast, beyond ceitain 

constafiitly repeated questions, like, ‘Whence do you^ 

comeP’^^or, ‘Whit is the news?’ Poor me, what 

caret! I for the news left behind I And it was not 

so much ^ the question, but rather its' awful 

opposite, bound? that filled my soul. 

Luckily there «were other miserable wanderers 
spewing along the same road, and while the swarm- 
ing troops tried to stop them I managed to escape. 
On I went, panting, not for bodily, but spiritual, ' 
distress, till at last I reached a lonely spot where I 
might try to collect myself. 

Collect myself I What was there left to collect 
— what availed it to consider, since I was lost, hope- 
lessly lost ? 

Overpowered with that thought I sank*" to the 
ground. This, then, was what I had come tOi, I 
had died and feyend myself in hell, in the place of 
weeping and gnashing of teeth, of torment, alas, 
beyond conception. This, then, was the end of life’s 
enjoyment. Why, ah why, had I been satisfi^ to 
halt between faith and unbelief, between heaven and 
hejl, to the last moment ? A few short months agp, 
or, who knows, perhaps even a few days before the ' 
terrible end, it might have beep time still to escape 
so dire a Vate. But blindly I had walked to destruc- 
tion ; blindly ? — nay, open-eyed, and I deserved no 
tetter. 

' This latter thought was not without a touch of 
bitter satisfaction. After all, even hell had* some- 
thing left that resembled salisfaction ! But, in truth. 
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\ hated* myself with a burning implicabfe hatred in 
spite of the sejf-love wf ich had* accompapied me 
Either unimpairSd. I And remenrfeering the many 
^o-callcd good intentions ef my sinful Jife, I felt 
ready to teat myself to pieces. In sooth, I *myself 
had assisted c^ligently in paving tRe road to hell ! 

^ Bi]t that feeling was void of contrition, f felt 
sad ; I felt ruined and miserably# undorfe. I con- 
demned, I cursed myself ; but repentance was far 
from me. Oh, could I but repeht ! I know there 
is such a thing, but the power of repenting is gone, 
gone. for ev^r. I did not at first see myself and my 
position as I do now. I only felt miserable and 
hopelessly lost. And though I hated myself, at the 
sarrie time I pitied mysejf most deeply. Would that 
I could have wept ! Poor Dives sighed for a drop 
of water ; I kept sighing for a tear, a poor human 
tear, f(jr someliow I felt that tears could unbind me 
froni*all my grief. I consumed my powers in vain 
efTrt)*rts to weep, but even tears were of the good 
things beyond me now. The effdft shook my soul, 
but it was vain, vain ! 

J started suddenly ; there was a vdicc beside me, 
a young woman with a babe on her arm. 

‘ It i^ hopeless trying,' she said, almost 'tenderly, 
her features even more than her voice bespeaking 
sympathy. ‘ I myself have tried it, and tried again ; 
but it's no use.# There is no water here, not as much ^ 
even as a single tear.' 

Alas, I felt she ^poke the truth. The time wps 
when I might have wept, but I would not ; now I 
longed to weepf but could not I 

THfe young woman — she was hardly more than a 
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girl-.-sat dftwn Reside ma Indescribably touching 
was the f xpressioit of sorrowing fonc^ess with which 
she gazed upon tiie babe in Ifer lip, a tiny thing^ 
•which appc^rently had not lived ^any daj^. 

Aftfer a^pause she tuiTied again to nie. It was 
not I, hut the chiftl which occupied he;r attention. 

‘ bon’t you think my baby is alive ?’ she sai4 
‘ It is not dead, tell me, though it lies so still and 
never gives a cry.’ 

To tell the truth I thought the child was d-aad, 
but thad it not in me to grieve the poor creature, so 
I said — 

* It may be asleep — babies do sleep a good deal.’ 

‘Yes, yes, it is asleep,’ she repeated, rocking the 
child .softly. 

But I sat trembling at the sound of my own 
voice, which for the first time had shaped itself to 
words. 

‘They say I killed my child, my own little b'r»by,’ 
she continued. ‘ But don’t you think they talk fool- 
ishly ? How sho'Wd a mother find it in her heart to 
kill her child, her very own child ?’ and she pressed the 
little thing to her bosom with convulsive tenderr^j^ss. 

^ The sight was more than I could endure. I rose 
and left her. Yet it soothed my own misery that 
for'a moment I seemed filled with another’s grief* 
rather than with my own. Her grief I could leave 
behind. I rose and fled, but my dwn wretchedness 
followed on my heels. 

^ Away I went, steering towaras the distant light. 
It was as though a magic power drove me in that 
direction. To the ri^ht and left of rrte the realms of 
mist appeared cultivated and inhabited. Stfrange, 
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fantasptic shapes and figures met my view, but* they 
seemed shadows only fcf thingsj and meif. Much 
that I saw fillM Ac with terror, while everything^ 
acfded to tny pain. " By defrees, however, I Ijegan to 
understand* that wretched negati^cness of existence. 
I gathered yperience as I went on, but wh^ ex- 
perience ? Let me bury it in silence. Oae incident 
I will record, since it cxf^lains hftw I first came to 
comprehend that horror-teeming state of tilings. 

was stopping in front of one of those trans- 
parently shadowy structures ; it appeared to *be a 
tavern. Ir\the world I used to despise such localities, 
and would never have demeaned myself by entering 
one. But now it was all the same to me. They were 
making merry within, \ saw, — drinking, gambling, 
and what not. But it was an awful merriment in 
which these horrible shades were engaged. One of 
them, to all appearance the landlord, beckoned me 
to e^ter ; an inviting fire was blazing on the hearth, 
antf, shivering as I was, I went towards it straightway. 

‘Can’t you come in by the cToor?’ snarled the 
landlord, stopping me rudely. 

Abashed 1 stammered, ‘ I am so cold, so miser- 
ably cold !‘ 

‘ The* more fool you for going naked i' cried the 
fcllow, with an ugly grin. ‘We admit well-dressed 
people as a rule.’ 

Involuntarily 1 . ‘thought of my soft Turkish 
dressing-gown and its warm belongings, when, lo ! 
scarcely had the ide^ been shaped in my brain thaa 
I found myself clothed in dressing-gown, smoWgg- 
cap, and slippers. At the sa/neitime my nakedftess 
was not covered, and I felt as cold as before. 



10 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 


♦ % 

I moved towards the hearth, putting my trefiiblingi 
hands to the grate but the olaze emitted no warmth 
i — it might as well have been pafctec! on canvas. , 

I tumecf away in dd^^air. uhe merry-making 
shades laughed hj.rshly, calling me a fool for my 
pains^ One of them handed me a goblet. Now I 
had never ^been a drunkard, but that feeling ot 
indescribable emptiness \\iithin me prompted me to 
seize the cup, lifting it to my lips eagerly that I 
might drain it on the spot But alas the ^nothHig- 
ness I my burning desire found it ^n empty cup, 
.and I felt ready to faint 

My horror must have expressed itself in my 
features, for they laughed louder than ever, grinning 
at my disappointment I bore it quietly. There 
was something frightfully repulsive in .their unnatural 
merriment, cutting me to the soul. 

The carousal continued ; I, with wildly-confused 
ideas, watching the strange revelry. 

Recovering njyself, I turned to the churlish 
landlord : 

‘What hoqse is this?' I asked, with a voice as 
unpleasant and gnarling as his own. 

‘ It*s \^y house V 

.That was not much of information, so I asked 
agam after a while : ‘ How did it come to be her£ 
— the house I mean — and everything?’ 

The Ijfndlord looked ,at me* with a sneer that 
plainly said, ‘You greenhorn,^ you!’ vouchsafing 
hbwever presently : ‘ How it came here ? — why, I 
thoi^ht of it, and then it was.’ 

That was light dh the subject ‘‘Then the house 
is merely an idea?’ I went pn. 




LETTERS FROM HELL. Ii 

1 

• * • 

‘ Yes, of course ; wh|t else shpuld it be 

‘ Ah, indee(f,,yoimgster/ cried 4ne of the •gamblers, 
turning upon me, ‘jhere are in the true land oi 
magic, the yke of which wgs never hearcf of <mi earth. 
We need but imagine a thing, and then*\w have it. 
Hurrah, I saf, ’tis a merry place!* and with frightful 
laughter that betokened anything but .^tisfaction, 
he threw the dice upon the table. 

Now I understood. The house wjis imaginary, 
the fire® without warmth, the tapers without Jight, 
the cards, th« dice, the drink, the torn apron 
even of thfe landlord — everything, in short, existett 
merely in imagination. One thing only was no 
empty idea, but fearful reality — the terrible necessity 
which forced these shadowy semblances of men 
to appear to be doing now in the spirit the verj^ 
things they did in the body upon earth. For this 
reasait the landlord was obliged to keep a low 
ta>i^rn ; for this reason the company that gathered 
there must gamble, drink, and.cwear, pretending 
wanton merriment, despair gnawing their hearts the 
while. 

^ looked at myself. This clothing then whi^h 
could not cover me, far less warm my froJen limbs, 
^was but the jugglery of desiring thought ‘ Lie ! 
falsehood I away!’ I cried. Oh that I could get 
away from mys^lH Alas ! wretch that I was, 1 
could at best esca{>e but *the clothing which was no* 
clothing. I tore it, from me, rushing away in head- 
long flight, conscious only of my own miserable 
nakedness, fiendish peals of lajughter following’ me 
like t^e croaking of multitudino\is frogs. 

How long I wandered, restless spirit that I was, 
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I cannot tell. If t|;iere were^-such a thing as division 
of time iti hell, doubtless it would b^imaginary like 
everything else. The distant W'ght wa^ still my 
goal. But ‘so far from rreaching it, I seemed to 
perceive that it grcw weaker and weaker. This, at 
first, I took to be some delusion on my^part, but the 
certainty pr,esently was beyond a doubt. The Might 
did decrease till a^ last il was the mere ghost of a 
radiance ; it was plain I should find myself in utter 
darkrjess before long. 

It was a fact, then, scarcely to be believed, but 
^ fact nevertheless, that, miserable as I Was, I could 
be more miserable still. I shrunk together within 
myself, anxious, as far as lay with me, to escape the 
doings of the dead. People bn earth may think that 
even in Hades it must be a blessing rather than a bane 
to occupy one’s thoughts with the affairs of others. 
Oh, happy mortals, happy with all yoYir grieibs and 
woes, you judge according to your earthly capaciuVs. 
There is no such ^blessing here, no occupying one’s 
thoughts against their own dire drift 1 And as for 
diversion, that miserable anodyne for earthborn 
trouble, it is a thing of the past once you have closed 
your eyescin death. 

It is impossible for me to tell you, since you 
could not comprehend, to what extent a man here 
may shrink together within himself Be it enough 
to say I cowered as a toad in a hole, hugging my 
miserable being, till I was roused by a groan coming 
fr6m somewhere beside me. I started affrighted and 
looked about. The darkness being still increasing, 
I, with difficulty, distinguished another co>f^ering 
figure looking at me furtively. The face was strangely 
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distorted, and the creature had a* rope round its 
neck, the hand^ being constantly ^ing to sbcure the 
encjs ; at times *alsoja finger would move round the 
neck as if *to loosen the rojJb. The figii#e loyked at* 
me with eyfts of terror starting Q;om the Jiead, but 
not a word would cross the lips. It was plain I 
ipust^make the beginning. * 

‘The light is decreasing/ I saM, pointing in the 
direction whence the pale glimmer emanated. ‘ I 
fea/* we jhall be quite in the dark presently.’ 

‘Yes/ said Jhe figure, with a gurgling voice*; ‘it 
will be night directly.’ 

‘ How long will it last?’ 

‘How should I know? It may be some hours, 
it may be a hundred years.’ 

‘ Is there such difference of duration ?’ 

‘We don’t perceive the difference; it is always 
lo^igjjjigbtfully long/ said the figure, with a dismal 
mo?/i. 

But it is quite certain, is it not, tliat daylight 
will reappear?’ 

‘ If you call that daylight which we used to call 
dus^ upon earth, we never get more. I stronglj/^ 
suspect that it is not dayliglit at all ; ^however, 
that matters little. I see you are a newcomer 
Acre.’ 

I could but* answer with a sigh, ‘ Yes, quite new; 

I died but lately.’* 

‘A natural death?’ queried the spectre. 

‘ To be sure ; wHat else ?’ 

That ‘ what else ’ evidently displeased the trea- 
ture ; the distorted face looked ok. me with a horrible 

grima<?e, and there was silence. 

* 



M 


LEXTERS FROM HELL. 


I, for part, cared little to continue so unpleas; 
ant a convcrsationlbut the Jpectre resumed ere long': 

‘ It is hard to be doomed t|) cjfrry one’s life in 
one's handi There is Ao rest for me anywhere ; I 
am for e^ej trying^ to escape ; there is nut a creature 
but yants to hang me. Indeed, you ^re capable of 
doing it yourself, I see it in your eyes ; only being 
fresh here Vou SlK too bewildered as yet with your 
own fate •to be really dangerous. Do you see the 
ends of this rope? It is my one aim to pre^'ent 
peo[51e getting hold of them, for if once they succeed 
I shall be hanged in a jifly.’ 

The spectre paused, going on presently : 

' It is but foolishness and imagination I know ; 
for since no one can take wjiat I have not got, how 
should any one take my life? But I am utterly 
helpless, and whenever this foolish fear possesses me 
afresh, I must run — run as though I had a thousand 
lives to lose — as though hell were peopled with“’mur- 
derous hangmen.’ 

The spectre moaned, again trying to loosen the 
rope with a finger, and the moaning died away into 
silence. 

We s/it, but not for long. I made some move- 
tnent with the arm nearest my wretched neighbour. 
Evidently he imagined I was for seizing the ropf, 
the ends of which he was tightly grasping, and, like 
a flash ofBghtning, he vanished /rom mv side 




LETTER fl. 


I STAYED where I was, and soon found myself buried 
in darkness. Did I say soon? Fool that I amf 
How can I tell what length of time passed before it 
bciame absolutely darl^- ? One thing only 1 know, 
that darkness grew with increasing rapidity and den- 
sity till it was complete at last At lost /’—when but 
a m 2 tnent since I called it soon 7 How unfit I am 
to ^udge at all ! 

* How shall I describe the darkness ? Mortal man 
could never conceive it. Of very great darkness 
people are apt to say it is to be felt, or to be cut 
wilji a knife. But even such manner of .speech will 
not define the night of hell. Darkness here is so 
dense, so heavy, it oppresses poor souls as with the 
weight of centuries ; it is as though one were wctfged 
in between mountains, unable to move, unable to 
breathe. It is a .flight ^yond all earUily concep-, 
tion ; perhaps that is why the Bible calls it the outer 
darkness, which, I lake it, means uttermost • 
Thus I was sitting in the narrowest prison, shiver- 
ing with cold, trembling , with terror, miserable, 
wretched beyond utterance; I, who but a short 
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while since had the world my feet, enjoying life/ 
and the ilches and ^)leasure thereof. ^©Shivering with , 
f:old — yes; but, I must add, consAmed with an inward 
fire. 

TerriW.e*truth 1 1 That the torment of hell should 
consist in an awful contrast — cold without and a con- 
suming fii^^ within, compared to which the bu/nin^ 
sands of Sahara even seen cool as the limpid wave. 
And what*shall I s^ of the unutterable anguish — 
hell’s constant fear of death ? For with the growling 
darkness a growing fear falls upon the tortured soul, 
agonising as the pangs of death. Happy if chey 
were but pangs of death 1 but there is no dying here, 
only a continuous living over again in the spirit of 
that most dread of earthly conflicts, a panting *for 
life, as it were, a wailing and moaning, with pitiful 
cries for mercy, cries for help, but they fall back upon 
the soul unheard — unheard ! 

Do you know what it is to be lying on a bed of 
misery night aftei; flight, courting sleep in vain, worn 
with affliction, trouble, or grief? Let me tell you, 
then, that this, is sheer bliss as compared with the 
sufferings of a night here, endless in pain as it scorns 
in duration. For at last, poor earthly sufferer, your 
very sorrows become your lullaby ; nature claims 
her *due ; you sleep, and sleep drowns your woe, 
transfiguring it even with rosy-fingered dreams, re- 
storing yoti to strength the while.* Ajid you awake 
to find that a new day has risen, with grace and 
hope, and smiling with fresh endeavour. 

Happy mortal — ay, thrice happy — whatever your 
lot may be, howevet poor and sorrowful you may 
deem it For remember that as compared with us 
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h«re, tht^ most miserable ^neath the^sun ‘might call 
themselves bless^, if only^ey cou"^ free themselves 
from^ delusion and talfe their troubles for what they 
are. For, strange as it may sound, in /he world, 
which we knbw to be a world of^ realiti^,^ trouble 
more or less consists in imagination — 'thinljing 
mjikes^it so;* whereas here, where all is^ shadow 
and nothingness, misery alone is re^. In ‘the world 
so much depends on how one takes troubles in hell 
therftis bi^f one way of bearing it — the hard, unyield- 
ing must. ^ • 

Ob» to be; able to sleep, to forget oneself though 
but for a moment, — what mercy, what bliss ! But 
why do I add to my pangs by thinking of the 
impossible ? I seem to t)e weeping, as I write this, 
bitter tears, but they blot not the unhappy record ; 
like leaden tears they fall back upon the soul, adding 
to her jyeight , Did I say tears ? Ah, believe me, 
it is hut a fashion of speaking ! 

'inus I sat, spending the endless night — a night 
of death I had better call it, since itMifTers so terribly 
from the worst nights I knew on cartli, I sufTcred 
an a^ony of cold, but within me there burned the 
quenchless torment of sin and sinful desire-^a two- 
fold flame’ 1 know not which was strongest ; it seized 
ujK)n me alternately, my thoughts adding fuel to rtie 
terrible glow. ' 

My sins ! Wha’t •boots it now to remen^er them, 
but I must — I must The life of sin is behind me, 
finished and closed ; *but with fearful distinctness it^ 
lies open to my vision, as a page to be read, Tipt 
merely as a wholfe, but in all jts ininutest parts. • I 
seem to* have found it out now only that I am a 

2 
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sinner, or i^the^ that I was one, for on earth I somf?- 
how did not kno^^ it Tile succes^ul way in which 
I managed to suppress that ^^consciousness almost 
entirely seems to prove, if not my own, at any ratf 
the deviTs^consurpmate skill. I say alftiost entirely ; 
I cpuld not stifle it altogether, but^I managed to 
keep it jn a prison so close that it troubled rne 
rarely. And if ^conscience at times made efforts to 
be heard, the voice was so gentle that I never hesi- 
tated to disregard it. Yes, Satan succeeded so well 
with me that I never thought of my sms, really 
forgot them as though they were not. ^ 

But now — now? that seeming forgetting truly 
was the devil’s deceit My sins arc all present now ; 
I see them, every one of tl^em, and none is wanting ; 
and indeed their number is far greater than I could 
have believed possible. A thousancf trivial things — 
not trifles here, though I once believed them such — 
raise their front in bitter accusation. Life lies before 
me as an open book, a record of minutest detail, and 
what seemed scarce worth the notice once has now 
assumed its own terrible importance — sin succeeding 
sin, and the remainder folly. My anguished soul 
turns h^.her and thither, writhing and moaning ; not 
a spot is left where she might rest — not a‘ moment’s 
peace to soothe her ; shut in with sins innumerable, 
she is the prey of despair. 

And yet 1 never was what'thTe world calls a bad 
man. I was selfish, but not void of natural pity ; 
having a carnal mind, but not 'barren of intellectual 
t^ies ; ruled by strong appetites, but too much of a 
gehtleman to give bpep cause of offence. I was even 
good-natured, helpful and kind, where it ^id not 
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(Jash with some dominaj^t passion. Indeed I was 
^ot only a gentral favourite, but^enjoyed ftniversal 
respect In short, T was a man whom the world 
•could approve of, and if ^^carcd not t4 sciye the 
world, the inore was I desirous it^should* s^rve me. 
Without faith, find following no aim, I lived to enjoy 
the moment Yet I was not always witjmut faith. 
There had been a time, in tl^e far-cfTf days of child- 
hood when I believed lovingly,^ ardently J but on 
entaang ^he world faith, having no root, faded as a 
flower in the noynday heat And once again, having 
reached a tertain point in my life, it seemed to 
revive, to blossom anew ; but everything failing, it 
also failed, and never yielded fruit At the same 
time^I had never quite plucked it out of the heart 
To my dying .hour I had a feeling that some- 
thing of the God-secking child was latent within 
me, of^the childhood in which I began, but never 
con^ued. 

1m the days of manhood I followed passion. Do 
you care to inquire ? I’^ashionablc amusement, the 
excitement of fast living, the enjoyment of beauty, 
piquant adventure, the j:)lcasure of the senses in shorty 
— that is what I lived for. 

Oh the fire within me — kindled long ago, in the 
cfeys even of bodily life ! It did not then cause fhe 
pain it causes how, or rather — since fire cannot be 
dissociated from suffering— it burned willi a pain 
akin to delight But now, alas ! there is a consum- 
ing emptiness within* desire feeding upon imagina-% 
tion, feeding upon my very soul unappeasab\y. 
To be burnt alfee would be, as*nothing compared 
to that* torment, for then the hope would rernain 
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that there must he an entj. But there is no end 
now, no liope of deliverance. 

And yet I have n^t confessed all ,the pangs 
of tha^ terftble first night I am ashamed to own 
what I fnity not 4iide ! For, apart from all those 
horrflrs common to all, I have a grief ft) myself alone 
— most oT Jthose here have a load of pain pertaining 
to themselves only — an aching sorrow weighing upon 
my soul distinctly .separate from all general woes ; 
it h^ not left me for a moment since first i opened 
my eyes in helL It is but a little s4ory, but one of 
those experiences which are of far deepef importance 
in our lives than would seem credible. 

My thirty -first birthday found me in a village 
tavern away from home. After more than a ybar’s 
absence — the journey extending as far as the Holy 
Land — I was returning the unhappiest of mankind, 
bowed down with mourning, and ill bearing tt“ hurt 
of disappointed passion. Three we had beel^ on 
setting out, two«c^nly returning. Journeying home- 
ward we stopped on the road, a sudden storm obliging 
us to seek shelter in a common inn. 

There are strange things in life. Having for 
months been dead to all sympathy, it was sp ordered 
that I should find here an object to rouse me from 
my stupor — to call me back to life. It was but ^a 
ragged boy, some eight or nine years old, whose 
mother had been one of* a troop of strolling actors. 
For some reason or other the fompany had broken 
hp, ^and her body presently was found in a neigh- 
b6\iring swamp. lie was a poor little fellow, forlorn 
and neglected, and as shy as a wild thing of the field, 
disconsolate in his grief. He had loved tenderly, 
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^)assioflately — so had I ; |he had lost all fie had loved 
— so had I. 

^But there wrfs more. The boy’s nature fascinated 
me strangely. His impetilbsity, his sta^d-o^ pride/ 
even his intfactable wildness, soi^phow stn^pk a con- 
genial chord ki my own deepest soul. I felt a« if I, 
J onl^, could understand him ; as if I, ith his place, 
would have been just like Ijim. Afld despite his rags 
he was a lovely boy. Those dark tearful* eyes had 
an •expjpssion that went to the heart ; those un- 
combed locks (jvcrhung features which, without being 
regularly l^ndsome, were intensely attractive. In 
short, it was one of those boy- faces which Murillo 
loved to paint What shall I say, but that the child 
from the first moment caught my heart ? As no one 
cared to have him, I took him, with me. 

His mother had gone by the name of Rosalind. 
The ^y just called her ‘ mother,’ and knew no other 
na^e. But the appellation Rosalind to all appear- 
ance pertained to the actress only, and there was 
nothing left to give a clue to her identity. If there 
had been anything the poor creature took it with her 
to l^er watery grave. The only thing leaving a faint 
hope of eventual discovery was the figure ^f a swan 
surrounded by unintelligible hieroglyphics imperish- 
fibly etched upon the boy’s right arm. He went by 
the common rfame of Martin, and spoke a jargon, a 
jumble rather Of *s«<^eral lajiguages, but fmught with 
unmistakable echoes of my own native tongue. 

I took him with* me. Three we were on settir^ 
out, three returning — but what a change ! 

He grew uf) in my carQ, a I nameless founefling. 

I never discovered the faintest light to unravel the 
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mystery ofliis iMrth ; but ]| always believed fhat th/ 
swan ui5on his aAn sooner or later fwrould assist in, 
explaining his extraction. Marfin hardly ever 
quittecj my%presence, an& people said I had adopted* 
him by yay of a jjlaything. Maybe thSre was some 
truth in this. The boy’s lower nature blossomed 
luxuriantly, at the cost, surely, of his moral developr 
ment ConsciouS of forge, and exuberant with un- 
shapcd Idngings, p^sionate and self-willed, he was 
nowise easily managed. I am ashamed \o say I 
sometimes took an evil delight in pitying with the 
child’s slumbering passions, now exciting them to 
full liberty, now reigning them up suddenly. Still, 
he was more than a plaything to me : he ruled my 
heart. This may partly accounted for by •the 
fact that I saw my. own nature reflected in the 
boy's ; perhaps, also, the strange affection was merely 
fancy -bom, the whim of a moment# growinp into 
habit That much is certain, I loved the .boy. 
And I could count them on my fingers, I fear, 
whom I loved beside myself. 

The child responded to my affection ardently, 
passionately. It sometimes happened, when I had 
teased hjm in ungenerous amusement, and he, stung 
to fury, refused submission, that I, in assertion of 
power, would place my foot upon his neck, wheil 
he would humble himself suddenly, and, clasping my 
knees, would wail for forgiveness., *At such moments 
ie would have borne the vilest cruelty, patiently 
joping for a return of tenderness. He whom the 
iif.est punishment at times could not move, now 
pent himself in tears ^t my feet, looking to me as 
o the one soul beside him in the universe. * That 
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I(\ve of \he child's touche^ me deepfy, appealing to 
jll that was bestFand truest in mylieart We would 
malge peace again and renew the bond of affection, 
^hich was tied all the faster for suchr incidents. 
Thus love moved between us, sweying in .tides, now 
of wrath, now* of tenderness, till suddenly I tdis- 
covered that the boy had grown — grown* to be a 
man in my likeness, stroi^ in tfte flesh and of 
powerful self-love, ^ * 

And Idle time was which ripened into a crisis be- 
tween us, wors^ than anything that had happened 
, before. He* had defied me where I could never 
brook defiance, and I cast him from me. How could 
the fellow dare to rival me in woman's favour ! 

He left me, insulted but unconquered, and burn- 
ing with scorn. . I should never see him again, he 
said ; and he was the man to do as he threatened. 
Some ^ime after I received a letter from him, offer- 
ing jfne the alternative of yielding to him or losing 
him — he would go to the Turks, ^ Jo the devil, he 
said. I took no notice of that ultimatum, but 
demanded his entire surrender, unconditionally. 
Tim^ passed and I began to think I had lost him 
It was a fear which troubled me, preyed upon me ; 
for whatever our disagreement, I loved him stijl. 
And if indeed he were lost, my heart told me tha*t I 
— I had worked his ruin. 

And then I Tell iti of th^t last illness, Ending in 
death. There came a second letter against all 
expectation, mysteriously expressed but plain oi 
import He wrote humbly, gently, as I had nfeuer 
known jiim. 

He entreated me to^ see him ; he would come 



24 


LK'ITERS FROM HELL. 

« 


back to me a S'epentant <^hild. He had fdund qjbt 
that wlttch woulcf heal every breacia between us : ^ 
Higher Power had spoken. Therfe was mention of 
her ir^ the% letter, but a^il was so broken, so ambigu> 
ously e^cpressed, ^hat it left me quite In the dark as 
to whether his discovery concerned himself or her. 

The (letter remained unanswered ; I was 4oo ill 
to write, and ckred not to trust any third person 
with a nlessage between us. 

What, then, was his discovery to have worked 
such a change in him ? and whom did it concern, 
himself or her ? That question troubljid me to my , 
dying moment, and who knows but that it proved a 
nail also in my coffin. Erinnys-like it pursued me 
to very hell, adding more than anything else to my 
torment here. As a live coal it burps upon my soul. 
What was it about him or about her ? And there 
are other questions : How did it go Avith hipn when 
I had cast him off — I, whom alone he loved and 
knew upon ear^h ? Was I indeed the cause of his 
ruin ? Alas I these things are a hell in hell ! 
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How longJ sat, shut in with myself and darkness^ 
how long that terrible night continued, I cannot tell 
— maybe a year, maybe some hours only. This 
only 1 know, that in tlw space of that single night 
I lived over jigain the whole of my earthly life, 
and what inconceivable horrors are included in this 
stategient ! • 

Light broke at last, but oh how slowly 1 The 
w^ls of darkness seemed to shij'l; making way for 
the faintest streak of dawn. This time of expecta- 
tion, of hope— if so I may call it-^was the least 
paijjful time I had yet known in hell. And asj 
waited, longed for the returning light, a shadow, as 
it were, of forgetfulness wrapped me about ^h, 
%urely forgetfulness is the one state of bliss (o be 
imagined here’! Did I speak of light? Alas it is 
only less of darkless — light there is nftne in hell. 
And forgetfulness is not real, but illusive here. 

But poor as the light was, it roused me to some- 
thing like love of existence even. I gathered* up 
my w^rtched being and went way, following the 
Hirwflnn nf the breakincf dawn. How long I moved, 
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or how far,*is ot no cons^iuence. The terrors oi 
hell were^ about ml. Presently, however, I reached 
a spot where I could rest Did I s*ay rest ? Once 
for all, Jet me beg you yot to be misled by such 
meaningless expressions — meaningless here, and prov- 
ing oid habit merely. In this place of anguish rest, 
in the sense you take it, naturally is impossible ; all 
I meant to say i^ that I, reached a spot where the 
pressure df motion ^quitted me for a while, and I 
stopped. 

if is strange how soon I came to ,understand my 
^surroundings, how soon I found my wa>» among the 
vain appearances and the wretched nothingness about 
me. Instinctively I adapted myself to what I saw, 
doing as others did — in a manner however, shaped 
by my own individuality. I knew I was only 
adding my paltry share, that hell might be, what 
it is, a caricature of the world and her doings. I 
knew, moreover, that I was being mocked the WT^iile, 
a very fool of vagip’es. 

You must know, then, that each wretched being 
here is moved, by an irresistible impulse to imitate 
l;js life on earth, to continue what in sinful folly he 
worked ir. that life. And, strange to say, as I have 
already hinted, we can all obtain here what we like ; 
one need but think of anything, and there it is. 
Passion and wrongful desires rule here as they do 
in the worid, only the n\ore horribly, being void of 
substance. In the world they are clothed — clothed 
in a semblance of beauty even ; lawless and per- 
nicious though they are, they at ^ least own the 
garment of nature. But here they are merq skele- 
tons, unclothed of the flesh, an insult to nature, 
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iontmmng in the evil f)ent of forme/ habit, yet 
incapable of alight but showing their Aiserable 
nal^dness, ^ For the imaginings of hell are hollow 
•and empty, void of truth jand reality, bereft^ of all 
means of satisfaction. And yet* the vary* punish- 
ment of hell consists in this, that we are driven to 
confoim to this maddening unreality, this death- 
breathing nothingness. No, matter* how (ieeply con- 
scious we are of the vanity of our^ doings — ho matter 
hov^ we%loathe them — they have come to be our 
masters ; we arjg driven, helplessly driven, to be* for 
^ ever trying to be what we were on earth. 

Supposing, then, that a number of spirits agree 
we will have a town here, that town straightway 
appears on the scene ; og if others say, let us have a 
church here ai\d a theatre aqd a public park, or 
woods and a lake and mountains, it is all there as 
soon imagined. And not only that each one sees 
for ^imself what he has called up in vain desire : it 
is seen by all with whom he corncs into contact 
But everything is shadowy — nay, less than shadowy : 
it is empty conceit Such a state naturally includes 
charge upon change, incessant unrest ; this also is^ 
vanity. 

Neither is there any lack of assisting spirits to 
<terry into effect any desired show. Does any bne 
here wish to ^et up an establishment, to live in 
style, as the phVase,A^ent on earth, he is straightway 
surrounded by faithless stewards, drunken butlers, 
thieving servants of*all kinds. If you imagine tha^ 
no one would care to be a servant here, you* 
mistaken, for the inhabitari^s fcf hell, in a rflcre 
ourwar3 way also, carry on the habits of life. Is 
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there any one here who Jkes to general ah arm^, 
he will ^nd plenty of blo^thirsty vuffians to obej^ 
his behests, provided indeed he i/as a gener^ in 
his d%ys gone by; for, ^ mind you, without a namei 
a man ^en here f.ould not make his way. 

Upon this information you will not be surprised 
to learn 4hat I have a pleasant abode here not far 
from town, the Snage of my own old country-house, 
with park and rivej* to please my fancy ; that I am 
a gentleman, and see much company. I frequent 
fasliionable society now as formerly, since it yields 
me gratification, both private and piiblic. ' Few^ 
men knew and drained the sources of enjoyment 
more thoroughly than I did. But now ? — ah, pity 
me not, for your pity canvot alter the fact. This 
then is the misery of, hell for me ; J am hungering 
after enjoyment, pure or impure, but there is no 
sense left to gratify ; reality has vanished, thf greed 
only remains. Is it not madness ? 

And let me yhisper it to you, I am daily meeting 
friends and acquaintances ; but I shall not betray 
them, remembering how well-bred the world is. It 
would be a shame to hurt the feelings of ladie^ and 
gentlem an of respectable position by insinuating that 
any of their relatives are here. Let them call their 
departed ones blessed : it will not lessen the tormen'cS 
they endure. 

Shall I venture upor^ a local description of hell ? 

I doubt I shall not be able» but will make the 
attempt 

. Hell has its own geography, but no one can tell 
how far its realm extends ; it is infinite — that maybe 
is the most correct estimate to be givea I believe 
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e%Lrth, stin, and moon, andf all the planets * would not 
jiearly fill it Put what foolish * talk, thefc being 
neitjier space nor^ime here. And as for boundaries? — 
on one side only, far, far away, hell has its boupdary ; 
whether any bne ever reached it I ^annot iey. 

In the direcJtion of that pale twilight, which* de- 
creases and increases alternately, there is a great 
gulf, a fathomless abyss, separating Mfell from Paradise. 
It is Paradise whence that radiance proceeds. And 
front the^byss, at regular intervals apparently, dead 
darkness gushe% forth, repressing the faint far-oiT 
light of heanen, till the last ghostly glimmer is gona 
Then it is night with us, the abyss appearing as a 
lake of molten fire, but its flames are void of light- 
giviifg power. That is *Satan’s residence, and the 
abode of damncjl souls. I speak of it with fear and 
trembling. Gradually the abyss, as it were, eats up 
its owji darkness, the fair light reappearing and 
gro\yng, till we see it as a tender radiance, clear as 
the twilight of a summer morn, at times, as 

though a curtain of mist and cloud were suddenly 
rent asunder, a cataract of light bursts^ forth victor- 
iously, overflowing from the heart of glory. Hell, 
stands dazzled, struck to the core as it were. P'or 
in beauty and bliss eternal a vision of Paradise ^is 
g<ven to the damned ones — no, not the damned ones, 
for though cast*into hell we are not yet judged ; it 
is given to thosfe wtvo, like tjie rich man, Ifft up their 
eyes in torment And it is not only Paradise we 
see, but the blessed ones who dwell there. 

All this I have learned, — as yet I have not seeb it 
But now, since dawn is increasing, we seem to* be 
nearing that hour, — shall I say that happy hour ? ab 
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no — most dread*! most dr^d I I cannot t(?ll ho\^ 
long thi light gcfcs on increasing ^or decreasing 
there is no judging of the length of tlawn, as there is 
no judging of the duration of night itself! Accord- 
ing to hyraan ide^, it would seem to bfi a space of 
several years. The vision of Paradise, I feel sure, 
fills but a moment, but some call it long, fe^ully 
long. Shall I rejoice to see that moment, or must 
I dread if? 

Again, hell has a river, the waters of vj|iich#are 
hea^, dark, and muddy. You will^be thinking of 
the waters of Lethe. Ah no, my friend,^ there js no 
Lethe here whence souls might draw forgetfulness : 
that is a happy myth ; but the river I speak of is 
real, terribly real. It is fcj^ by the falsehood *and 
injustice of the world ; every lie, every wrong, helps 
to swell it That is why its waters are so turbid, so 
fearfully foul, looking like clotted tjood at times. 
And sometimes, when the world is more wicked than 
usual, the river rises and floods its banks, leading 
stench and pestifence behind it It is scarcely to be 
endured. But we, hardened spectres of hell, we 
endure. 

Som^imes, I am told, it rains here and sifows, 
but not so often as one would think. It* happens 
when folly and vanity upon earth overflow thei** 
measure. The world can stand a igood deal, we 
know, but«there are times when»e^eni the world has 
too much of it The surplus tVen will drop into 
jiell, and we say, by way of former fashion of speech: 
LjHDi:, it rains ; or. Behold it snows 1 

There is in hell; not only a certain natural suc- 
cession of time, but also something of social and 
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^politicil order. Familief herd togAher^^and souls of 
^one and the sa/ne century like to^ congregate. And 
thqfe is a kincf of progressive development The 
most recent arrivals, as a nJle, take the lowest place/ 
advancing td make room lor fresjj troopg ^pearing. 
Those who in»the world were of one way of thioking, 
or alike in manner of acting, soon meet hore, though 
of different nationality or separate? centuries. Thus 
there is here a town of injustice, called also the town 
of politicians; there is a town of tVie Holy Inquisition; 
a gigantic cit^j of Jews, of Mormons ; a to\^n of 
Antediluvians, and many others. 

I begin to understand the moving-springs of hell. 
It is insatiate desire on the one hand, and remorse 
on Ihe other — I had alqjost said sorrow ; but that is 
too sweet a grace, admitting ^of sorrow for sin, for 
opportunity wasted, and that is unknown here ; it 
is a dull flinty grief, a mere wailing for pain. The 
pui^shment of hell is twofold, but after all it is the 
self-same retribution. Some are drjven continuously 
to brood over the same evil passions they indulged 
in on earth, satisfaction alone being absent ; or with 
horror and loathing are obliged again and again to 
commit in the spirit the self-same crimes that polluted 
their days in the flesh. The miser forever is dream- 
mg of riches, the voluptuary of uncleanness, • the 
glutton of feasting, the murderer of his bloody deed. 
Others, on the tont^ry, are pursuing the very things 
they neglected on earth ; they know it is hopeless, but 
pursue them they ntust Thus men of unjust dea!,- 
ing are anxiously trying to right the wrong, the un- 
merciful to do (Seeds of charity, the unnatural pefrent 
to live for her children, the suicide to prolong his days. 
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But whafieVer Sve suffer, jpur torment is not to 
viewed iff the light bf final punishmenj — that is com- 
ing — we await the day of doom ; no,^it is merely ^he 
natural^ consequence of dur life on earth. Oh, men 
and womgn,, yet waking on earth, consider this 1 that 
all si», great or small, has its own irretrievable con- 
sequence, v/hich — ay, think of it — extends far bqyond 
the limits of life,‘i£ven into hell. And if mere con- 
sequence 'may be so terrible, what must be the 
punishment to come ? 

This then is the law of hell : we are not tor- 
^mented — we torment ourselves! Yet remember 
that in dying everything depends on whether we 
lived in the faith of the Son of God, who gave His 
life that men might be sav<jd. Our sins have that 
dread importance in ,as far as they testify that we 
did not believe. Do you marvel that I speak of 
God ? Ah me, He is still our God I .And we know 
that there is a Son of God who came into the w^rld 
to save sinners, who loved them unto death, even 
the death of the Cross. But we know nothing of the 
way of salvation : everything is forgotten — the very 
name of the Saviour. We consume ourselves in 
terrible efforts to remember, were it but the faintest 
remnant of saving knowledge, but alas it is vain — 
not even His name ! Could we remember thaJ 
name, call it back to our hearts, I doubt not — I 
doubt not— ^even we might be saved. But it is gone 
— it is too late ! too late ! 

> It is incredible how much I have forgotten ; 
indeiki, I might say I have forgotten everything 
except myself. Yes, that is it I haVe not forgotten 
self ; on the contrary, whatever of the past concerns 
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tny person and my life ^ has fol^Dwed me; hither 
lyith a minuteness of detail as strange as it is painful. 
But tthe clones of self, as jt were, — the things I 
6nce possessed by knowledge^ by intellectual acquire- 
ment, — they have vanished together with* tfie gifts 
of mammon and the vanities of the flesh. You ^rill 
not be*surprised then that the feeliyg of nakedness 
is so terribly present with me. 

I have brought nothing hither but myself And 
what® comprises this self but a burning remco'se 
which can never be stilled ; a greed of desire which 
j:an n^er be •satisfied ; an unquenchable longing for 
things left behind ; innumerable recollections of sins 
great and small, causing insufferable anguish, all 
beingf equally bitter, eqimlly fraught with vainest 
regret I This is. the picture of*myself, O God, — o( 
myself in hell. 
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The circumstances in which I grew up in the •world 
could not be called happy. My parents were so 
unlike in character and so little suited to each other 
that people were fully justified in wondering* how 
they could have married at all My father was a 
plain homely man, somewhat retiring and unassum- 
ing; he was the head of a well-to-do house of 
business of considerable mercantile importance. . But 
he was not at fiist sight credited with personal weight 
or influence ; people would easily slight him. And 
yet there wa^ that in the quiet expression of his face, 
’ in the calm clearness of his eye, which convinced those 
who tobk the trouble of knowing him that he was 
nqt a man of the ordinary type. 

My mother, whom I always considered the chief 
person in the house, was a womaq of rare perfections, 
very handsome, very gracious, and highly esteemed. 
Age even flattered her, dealing kindly by her beauty; 
but that, perhaps, was due to the fact that her life 
nqver flowed in the channels of violent passion. 
Some believed her cold and wanting in feeling ; but 
it would be a great mistake to imagine her without 
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tie warmth of energy. ^She wa^ a clever^ woman, 
#nd although shfc never asserted herself so as to give 
offeace, sh^ always managed to have her way. 
Who, indeed^ could have (Jreamt to turn her will 
aside, since I, her idol and her dttrling, neter once 
succeeded in going against it ? She was a remarkiblv 
clever nvoman. 

The world admired her f whether she was loved 
I cannot say. Maybe she loved no one excepting 
myself. Oid I love her ? Well, if I must ani^er 
the question hoiestly, I am bound to say I also 
.rather* admired than loved her. And, indeed, she 
was worthy of all admiration. Never anywhere 
did I meet a woman who was so thoroughly what 
the \^orld calls a lady — mind you, 1 mean a lady in 
the world’s own acceptation. She was just perfect — 
perfect in beauty, in manner, in bearing, in dress, in 
all the ways of Hfe prescribed by society ; perfect too 
in thf fulfilment of what she considered her duty, 
irreproachable in conduct, a very 4 >attern of piety, 
appearing clothed in spotlessness as with a garment ; 
never saying or doing or permitting anything that 
mighty breathe suspicion on her perfection. In short, 
she was ajady to the least movement of her finger, 
to the minutest folds of her dress. And she preserved 
hdt reputation, even adding to it daily. 

Looking bacC: npw^ I understand her — as indeed 
I understand the wh<ile of the sad past — with a new 
insight I see plainly now that to her the world 
was everything : it was her guide, its approval being 
the aim of her ^very ambition. J do not mean Jd 
say by this that she cared not fdr things good and 
beautiful in any other ligh^ and she really cultivated 
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^religion. No ine could lappcar more assfduouslj 
obedien/ to the behests of piety t^an my mother^ 
with her veneration for the clergy, Hfer re^lar attend- 
ance 4t church ; and no one ever quitted her presence 
without fceling eddied. Not undcserveclTy might duty 
and^ propriety be termed the guardfan saints that 
watched her every step. • 

The stately rftansion ^e inhabited was divided in 
two, figufatively shaking, my mother presiding in 
one way — my father, though quietly, in an^thei^; I, 
their child, seemed to belong altogether to my 
mother’s dominion. I shrank from my {ather, feeling ^ 
afraid of his quiet eye. Apparently he was satisfied 
with this state of affairs, but I feel sure now that in 
his heart he loved me. 

My mother’s rule vv^as marked by gaiety ; she loved 
to live in style. My father, excused by business, but 
rarely took part in her doings ; and Hf he made his 
appearance at times, I, foolish child, felt almost 
ashamed of his^ gresence, — he looked so little like 
the master of the house in the simplicity of his habits 
and unpretending ways. 

There was another inmate of our house, my father’s 
sister, strangely contrasting with my mother. The 
world had begun to call her an old maid ; and she 
certainly was peculiar, a mixture of unfashionablene^s 
and singularity. People called her Eccentric, whim- 
sical ; and indeed one never T^new^ what she might 
not be doing next She was no ‘ lady,’ like my 
mother, and nowise perfect, though she could look 
rprfiarkably ladylike whenever she thought it worth 
her while. She was extremely natural, her heart 
always bubbling over with its inmost thoughts ; there 
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was something utterly Tiilfve in l^pr straigl^forward 
lopenness and tlfe unstudied ways of her conversation. 
My* mother I believe, thoijght her queer ; but in 
“truth she wa| the only person who ever know how 
to call up a smile in my father’s face. Awd this she 
looked upon a^ her own special vocation, ever nfind- 
ful of*iL No ; Aunt Betty could nowise Jb!e held up 
as a pattern ; and as for perfections, she had but one 
— a heart brimful of kindness, ever ready to sacrifice 
itself, miking it her one delight to see others happy. 
In fact she never thought of herself. j^*nd that 
heart* of hers was filled with a faith as deep and 
fervent and single-minded as any child’s. No doubt 
her Christian life knew its times of dearth as of 
plenty — it could not be r)therwise with a nature like 
hers — but her heart, nevertheless, was firmly grounded. 
She had God in her heart. And though she might 
get entangled w^ith her duties, and even blunder about 
God’ll commandments, the one commandment, fulfill- 
ing the law, ever shone as a beacon •to her soul that, 
loving God, we should love one another. 

She had hardly ever been separated from my 
fathej, and now she seemed indispensable in his# 
house — that great two-parted house. If I*were to 
call her our Cinderella, it would most certainly^ be 
ati ill-chosen comparison, and yet a true one. She 
was queen of the hpusehold ; but in that position she 
managed to be the# servant of all. Every trouble, 
every care, she took upon her shoulders, wearing 
herself out for each and all of us. She liked it* 

t 

Any attempt tc^ oppose her in this respect routed 
her self-assertion, meek and mila though she was in 
aught beside. My mother, being the lady, never 
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touched^ domestic^concem^ With a finger; everything 
was given up to Aunt Betty, e\%n the care foi 
myself and my father. ^ But houseliold worries were 
the l^ast of her vicarious burden ; she felt called tA 
take upon* herselfii whatever was disagreeable to any 
one else, making herself a shield add warder-oflf in 
every pcft^ible direction, and being the willing^scape- 
goat even, if thereby she could comfort blundering 
servant or careless, child. She appeared to consider 
this her life’s calling, — she who, despite her r impHcity, 
was by Tar the wisest of us, — and indefatigable were 
her attempts to cover the want of harmony between, 
my parents. She might in truth be called the bond 
of union between them. It was evidently my father 
for whom she thus sacrificod herself, loving hint with 
a sisterly devotion as beautiful as /are. How well 
she understood how to brighten his home, to turn 
aside the edge of disappointment, and flood the place 
with her own abundant warmth. Was he sad, — 
how she would ^il^eer him, and with a show of gaiety, 
hiding perhaps her own aching heart, strive to heal 
the breach fhat separated him from his wife, and, 
alas I from his child as well. 

And how lovingly she did her very best for me, — 
tjie sweetest, kindest of aunts ! My mother indulged 
me fondly ; I ought not to say that she spoiled me, — 
her cleverness stood in the wa^ of fhat ; but I owe 
it to my ^unt that, in spite of all indulgence, I was a 
good and even pious child. It was she who taught 
me to read my Bible, sowing the good seed in my 
heart, and nothing in after life eyer did more for 
me than her loving and God-fearing example. The 
recollection of that early tjme is unspeakably sweet 
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fo me •even now in thq bitterness ofMiell. With 
what power of iove she drew me^ is plainly evident 
from the fact tkat whenever I could I stole away 
from the cjueenly presence •of my mother — though 
there was nJver a playthiflg I wished for But she 
gave it me — seek Aunt Betty, frotting behind her 
to ki^hen and storeroom, or spending hoyrs in the 
one little chamber she called her* own. * That was 
the happiest time of my life. 

3'hat^ks to Aunt Betty, then, I was brought up in 
the fear of God ; but though the seed was sownf and 
the flower even blossomed, it never yielded fruit 
As I grew up, the power of the sensual was upon 
me, and I early conformed to the ways of the world. 
Auijt Betty died ; she had positively worn herself to 
death. At such cost the service of love at times is 
given. Her loss moved me deeply, but the impres- 
sion did not Jast I had begun to attend at my 
father’s counting-house. My mother had destined 
me •for the army, or, if possible, to some diplomatic 
career. I was gifted with my rrlbfhcr’s beauty, was 
heir to my father’s fortune, and not wanting in 
ability. She took pride in me, and naturally wished 
I shbuld be a credit to her in the eyes of ^hc world.* 
But although apart from Aunt Betty I had always 
been left to my mother’s guidance, my father 
strenuously opposed her wishes in this respect ; I 
should follow in his ^footsteps and carry on the time- 
honoured firm. Life, he said, would yield its own 
battles apart from <he army. He was right, but a 
sorry soldier I proved. 

I was gift^ with the pleqpant but dangorous 
talent of making friends wherever I went — a per- 
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'nicious taknt even, with^ a disposition like mine. 
Not only did the World open her arms to receive me^ 
but to clasp me, as the fair nymphs of the ^well 
clasped Hylas, the bekutiful youth, dragging him 
helplessly to the deep. Even before^ my lips wore 
the ^ first downy sign of manhood, ».I was already 
corrupteej. Of misleading companions therp was 
no lack, those of my own sex not being the worst 
Such things, however, ‘avenge themselves: being 
misled at first, I b^gan to mislead. 

JBut heing brought under my father’s immediate 
influence, he did his utmost to lift me from the 

t* 

slough, sparing neither admonition, nor rebuke, nor 
even restraint. It availed not ; I evaded his guid- 
ance, and even deceived him. More successful .were 

i 

my mother’s attempts ; for while, on the one hand, 
she managed to let me see that she could condone, 
if not actually excuse, she yet so powerfully pleaded 
the claims of prudence and position that I promised 
to mend my ways. And I did mend them. I Care- 
fully considered 1:he extreme of dissipation, avoiding 
discovery and scandal. 

Self-restraint was not without effort, for my nature 
'thirsted , after pleasure. But though passion-ruled, 1 
had a strong will to act as a curb where I chose, 
arfd the worldly wisdom of my mother taught n\e 
the advisability of exerting that will. - 

I was a,bout one-and-twenty when my father died; 
never since we lost Aunt Betty, can I remember 
having seen a smile on his face- —there was no one to 
call ,it up when she had gone. And now he left us. 
My. mother retired on her jointure— ^satisfied, as she 
said, to have done her duty in the world. And I 
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at an early age, was admitted to 2^ partn*ersljip in the 
^firm, of which /my father^s brother now was head. 
Sogn after I felP seriously ilj. 

• This brings me to one^ of the darkest ^isodes 
of my life. It is but an episode, ^ draught of pass- 
ing enjoymen‘1?, but fraught with the origin of my 
deepest woe. Could I be washed of ah my sin, 
this one dark recollection \%ould never leave me. 

The illness happily had beep got over, leaving 
me^iproatrate. It was early in the spring. My 
medical attenda/it advised me to leave towA as soon 
as possible /or the country or the seaside. But I 
was a prey to ill-humour and fretfulness. I liked 
the advice, and did not like it I did not care for 
our •own place in the ^ountrj^ ; it was not quiet 
enough, I said, pnd 1 hated the sea. As it chanced 
a sudden whim came to the rescue. We had been 
to the lakes the previous autumn ; memory carried 
me back to a keeper’s lodge, delightfully situated in 
a leafy solitude, a very bower of clc^matis and roses. 
Peace herself could not dream of a more congenial 
retreat If I was to go for change of air that was 
the place I should fancy. 

Diffi9ulties were got over, and I weht. An 
nonest old keeper lived there with his daughter 
Annie, she being on the verge of womanhood. 
Annie ! — how ‘little did I think that this name 
one day would 'soured so tcrjiblc to my e^s. 

I recovered quickly and strength returned. But 
lovely as the spot wks, life without incident did not 
amuse me. From sheer ennui I began to make We 
to Annie. She was an inexpcrfenced country-g*!rl ; 
but the very nalvet^ of ^her ignorance was enchant- 
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ing. Sjjie was ashfree and natural as the birds Qf 
tlie dell, a very outcome of her silVroundings, fresl^ 
as the dewy morn and fragrant as the woodland air. 
Wild ^nd untaught, yet^ sweetly delicate, that child 
of natuse .soon oast a spell over m^ fancy. We 
were left alone fearlessly. Her father saw but a 
child in ‘her — she was barely seventeen — and she 
was engaged to wait on /ne. 

But Annie, at first, was proof to flattery ; light- 
footed and light-hearted, she turned its edgpe uncon- 
sciously,* and I made no way witfe her. Always 
merry and always happy, full of kindliness and 
grace, she flitted about me, helpful as an angel, but 
coy and unapproachable. Not that she saw danger — 
she did not even suspect it ; it was merely the 
instinctive dread holding all childreij of nature aloof 
from snares. The bird on the sunny bough will 
look at you, even sing to you, but you shall not 
touch it Brimming with life’s enjoyment she was 
easily delighted, and sprightly as a squirrel in the 
wood. She knew affection, but what we call love 
had at that^ time not entered her consciousness. 
Never had I seen a happier mind, a fresher and 
more cHarming disposition ; the sky of her soiil was 
a§ clear as the blue vault above, her singing as 
blithe as the lark’s on the wing, and she cared not 
whether the sun shone or not * 

But iif my selfish spul I s^d, ^'Thou coy little 
bird, see if I don’t catch thee !’ Not that I loved 
her — the difference of rank was"^ too great ; but I was 
for" plucking the flower, though I should throw it 
away after a whiled 

And I did succeed, working a pitiful change in 
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the child ; she was like 'a faded blossom or a bird 
with broken wii^g. Her singing and laughter were 
silenced, the fearlessness ^f innocence was gone. 
Sadly and silently she mo^ed about, scarce!)^ lifting 
her tearful eye. But from that ^loment .^e clung 
to me with tender resignation, as touching as it was 
true,-*— to me who had ruined her in idle sport. She 
felt, and felt rightly, that, hencef(?rth her life was 
mine ; and in her own way loved me, wVonged as 
she*was;i It was I who had murdered her soul. 

Even then repentance with poignant sting* had 
seized upon my heart — there was some good left in me 
as yet; I felt deeply touched, moreover, by the child’s 
entire love and humble surrender. Was she bewitch- 
ing •before, she was not less so now; not to be 
known again, but lovely still in sorrow. Free and 
fearless she had been in the pride of her beauty ; 
now with chaplet deflowered and robbed of her glory, 
rue^lly kissing the hand which brought her so low. 

I began to love her, or to believ^ I loved her, and 
thought of a possible marriage. 

But it fell out differently. My mother had been 
infojmed, and set herself to bring me to reason.^ 
How cleyerly she did it ! — not rousing oppoiition, but 
none the less effectively showing me the utter fool- 
ishness of my intention. There was not a shade of 
derision in her rnanner, yet I felt ridiculed. She 
never called it a si^J/y freak; but she brought me to 
view it as such. Had I really loved Annie, no 
doubt my mother ’ could not so easily have in,- 
fluenced me. As it was, I suddenly seemdJ,to 
come to my senses ; it was .not^ love — only pity for 
the girl. 
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My giother sppke about it freely ; and presently 
she succeeded in directing my attention elsewhere< 
She had adopted an ^rphan chi!d, o( American 
parentage, distantly relat^ to her own family. Lily^ 
might about nine or ten years old now, and so 
far I had scarcely bestowed any notice upon her. 
My motlfer would hint now and then at thfc rare 
flower of beauty slumbering in the buds of promise. 
And presently, in ^o many words, she pointed out 
to me that in some seven or eight yeCtrs TLily 
mig!it nbt only have ripened to matchless charms, 
but as an heiress of no ordinary kini! could not 
fail to draw the eyes of men. If, then, I would 
give up Annie, and think of Lily instead, she would 
try to keep her for me. «When Lily should Aave 
reached maturity, it would be just about the right 
time for me to settle in life, and I might hunt the 
world over, and not find her equal anywhere. That 
was true enough, and imagination had been set to 
work. Since th^t^ time 1 loved to think of the pro* 
mising little Creole. 

Lily was undeniably a lovely creature, as harm- 
less as a dove, but with me anticipating fancy 
revelled ‘in possession. It was easy for my mother 
therefore to win me to her plan. There was some- 
thing indescribably charming in this new relationship. 
To look upon Lily as my own property, though she 
knew it not ; to watch ,her unfolding charm upon 
charm in sweetest innocence; to call her mine — mine 
in the very care that guarded her ; to gather up 
treasure, as it were, for my own delightful harvest, 
— call it unnatural if you like, but to a nature like 
mine it was irresistibly tempting. 



LETTERS FROM HEiU 


45 


I alfowed ijiy motlitr full liberfy to bpng the 
affair with Anni*? to a satisfactory end, as she termed 
it, having given “'her my word not to see the girl 
ligain. A real sacrifice, was it not? Hell shj)ws it 
now in its own true light 
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I BEGIN to feel at home here. At home? 41ow 
full of sweetest echoes is this word Its very sound 
would warm one’s heart on earth ; it is bitter here— 
doubly bitter for memories gone. It does not lessen 
hell to get used to it,; we are even/orced to make 
ourselves at home here, just as we are obliged to be 
what once we were. 

That irresistible impulse to be continuously doing 
the works of our, earthly life, to pursue with a burning 
greed a vain and shadowy existence, may well be 
termed hell’s daily bread. The evil desire alone is 
/eal : the sense that might lend it expression is dead. 
You ha\fe heard of Tantalus and Sisyphus — it 'may 
help you to conceive our state. All is illusion here, 
the very fire I told you of, raging in imaginatio.i 
merely — within us that is — and yet Vhat an awful 
reality ! . ' 

You understand, then, that T have resumed old 
habits, not willingly, but under compulsion, following 
tlv old bent with a helpless disgust However, I 
cannot but add tha’i I have been tolerably fortunate, 
falling on my feet in society, as it were, and a very 
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nice sct \ have joined. I have been*luclcjr in renew- 
jpg many an old.^cquaintance, and liave made friends 
mt)\ people whom one would have been glad to know 
•n earth. Vou would be indeed surprised if I were 
indiscreet enAigh to mention naipes ! I shall 

content myself Vith generalising. It is strange how 
manyiof the so-called respectable people c^ie meets 
here; in fact, they form the^nucleus bf society in hell 
as they do on earth. I might even say godd people, 
meaiingtthose worthy folk whose one dcsife it is to 
go through life ^ comfortably, quite willing • no *one 
else should Jiunger, provided they themselves have 
all they need ; satisfied with their lot in the world, 
not perhaps a grand one, and caring for nothing 
beyo«d it — never dreaming that the less fortunate 
might be their brothers and s^ters after all. Just 
look about you wherever you please — the world is 
full of such. They arc good to themselves and good 
to their children, thanking God for the means of 
being so. They spend their years as if this life’s 
business were all that needs to be*tfiought of, living 
for their families, their home concerns, whether in 
drudgery or in ease, both men and women. You 
little iJiink that daily life, with its legitimate ^ares, — 
ay, even what you call your duty by house and 
h4)me, — may be the snare to bring your soul to hfll ! 
There are men tvho rush through life in the whirl of 
amusement ; others ^leep through it ; others again 
wear themselves out for its paltry amenities, calling 
that to live forsooth ! * And before they are aware of , 
it, their race is run, they close their eyes to o^qp 
them again, surprised perhaps, in the pangs of helL 
Oh could I live over again but a single year of 
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my earth^ly span-^I do not mean for my own sake 
merely I — I might perhaps be able t(\ warn some fewc 
of those excellent men w^ose ideas o^ life are wrapped 
up in Jhe counting-house on the one hand, and in* 
the prosperity of t^eir family on the otfeer — of those 
devoted wives and mothers who spdnd themselves 
for the cc^forts of home. I say some few of diem, 
well knowing th^ not many would believe me. 

Nay, dven as regards so-called philanthropists 
I have made the unexpected discovery that esonne of 
ther^ — I* say some — who have really one way or 
another benefited thousands, have lived fo theii*own 
ruin. Has the world been loud in their praises ? — 
learn wisdom, my friend, and overrate not the world’s 
approval. 

It is, indeed, a strange fancy, pfevalent among 
men, that only the wicked go to hell. You poor 
deluded ones, listen to my words : it is incredible, I 
assure you, how little is needed to take a man to 
hell — that is to sa^, if he dies without having found 
his Saviour. For without Him the soul is unable to 
bear the smallest weight of wrong; while with Him — 
^es, with Him — she will wing herself to heaven in the 
face of nrrountains of sin. Do you know that Saviour? 

I ask you as one who can never know Him now ! 

There are many here, I assure you, who hav'" 
never committed any particular crim^ The world, 
with its notions of right and wrong, ^ would cry out 
for justice if it were but known ! ' And why are they 
here? They never felt the sting of conscience, lead- 
ing tespectable lives, laying the unction of goodness 
to their souls, — but 'they died and went to hell. No 
demon of evil ruled their lives, and yet they are here 
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—oh heaven, wl^ere is thy justice ?f— in a likt damna- 

ftion with ourselves ! The torment of hell for such 
people consists In having fiothing to do here, no 
counting-hou^ to attend, np families to provide for. 
Not ruled by passion, they are slaves to Hf(§*s habit, 
and the latter* may be as terrible a taskmaster as 
the former. 

Thus much is certain, ii having nothing to live 
for could kill people, and if on^ cou/d die in hell, 
many here would die of sheer hankering after t];ieir 
earthly drudgery. 

My own , existence, once I was properly intro- 
duced, was speedily filled with amusement Are 
you surprised that I should say ‘introduced'? But 
we are no Goths here, •and society with us also 
attends to its rgles. If it needs little to bring one 
to hell, it is not so easy to make one's way into the 
fashionable circles of this place of woe. It is with 
us just as with you, with this difference only : the 
worl<^ asks who a man is, the question here being 
who he was. 

Now I, in the world, was allowed to Ije handsome 
and refined, a man who could pride himself on his 
gentlAnanly qualities, not to mention a consfderablc 
fortune. Here I no longer am this man, but I affect 
hi§ semblance. Yet I must warn you against imagin- 
ing that there 'is any pretence ; no, it is nature, 
downright naturd. * 

At first I was positively overwhelmed with calls 
and invitations, Her^ also novelty is much sought 
after. If I had brought nothing with me but tht 
news of some foolish fashion lately adopted in the 
world, I should have been considered an acquisitioa 
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But, without flattering myself, I say I brought 
more — a fashionable finish of the most faultless 
description having everi^een the vely esjence oft my 
aims. • Shall I tell you of#a merry club-cynner to whicl! 

I was a%ked lately? The party assembled was of 
doubtful reputation — high living, drink, and gluttony 
seemed their vj^tchword ; nor was it compliment- 
ary to njy antecedents •to be invited, for with me 
the beautiful maxim, ‘ moderation in all things,' had 
eveyr covered a multitude of sins, and I hctt always 
been careful to avoid vulgarity. However, there I 
was ; the fare was exquisite, the wine «plendiU. 
jovial company they appeared, to judge from the 
loose jokes and ribald anecdotes passing between the 
pleasures of the table. Afid what shall I say Uf the 
temptations born of surfeit, coursing through the 
heated veins ? Ah, they were not wanting, but 
satisfaction was an illusion. I reffain — there was 
nothing real in all that banquet save its incitement 
to sin ; we prayed on our miserable selves, eating 
and drinking leaving a nauseating feeling of empti- 
ness, the veiy jokes being unbearably stale. Men of 
all kinds are found here, but vainly you look for one 
capable of producing anything to refresl\,the mind 
by genuine mirth or novelty. However, eat and 
drink we must, and laugh and joke we must ; we 
were obliged, I mean, whether yie liked it or not 
Now you understand perhaps, ^ though faintly, what 
it means to join in festivity in hell. 

At that club-dinner, where nothing was wanting 
that gluttony could dream of, the ^thought of some 
poor man on eartn eating his crust in the sweat of 
his brow again and agaip presented itself to my 
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mind. The dry| bread that satisfies his huAger, the 
keer or tea that quenches his thirst, what a royal 
feas> is his ^ compared withtourselves. For he dot^s 
8at, and is sal^fied, but we-»-oh vainest deccpfion 1 

Was it not Jhat excellent herd* AchilFesf who in 
Hades exclaim^ mournfully, he would rather be the 
most Miserable man on earth than king of* the realm 
below? This is but wisdonrf of the Greeks^ but how 
true ! — how true ! I too would far rather spend my 
days^updi earth amid the most overwhelming diffi- 
culties, battling with care, want, or suffering, than 
pccup^ any favoured position here, be it of king or 
epicure. Of all Jhe fools of the world’s training 
he, surely, is greatest who takes away his own life, 
thinkfhg that he could nefer be worse off than he is. 
In sooth, whatever a man’s earthly lot may be, be 
sure it may be a paradise to what he goes to meet 
He may find Himself yearning for the misery he 
quitte^l ; indeed, if you could give him back that 
misery tenfold, he would seize it eagerly and bless 
you for the gift 

Still the number of actual suicides, comparatively 
speaking, is small ; a far larger class of men j:ontent 
themselves, with shortening their days by continuous 
grumblings and a dismal unsatisfied frame of miiKfc 
If shortening their days were but all, and if thereby 
they did at least ^tter themselves for the tipe being! 
But the fact is, they but kill life with discontent 
They are dissatisfied with themselves, with their 
fellows, with all the world, with the very air whjph 
they breathe an^ the day whicl^ is pven them.* 
Poor fools, the day is short and night is at hand I 
And why are they dissatisfied ? B^use health is 
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not all |it should^ be, or the world at times crosses 
them ; because their position in lil*§ but imperfectly 
suits their nature and piking, and they would cj,esire 
a better lot ; because perhaps their batlle is harder 
than other people’s, or, at worst, thefr whole life a 
failure falling short of dearest hope ?• 

I do hot mean to underrate these things — ^-on the 
contrary, I do own tha^ life to most men is fraught 
with sorrow ; but^ I say this : Could you but view 
matters from the vantage-ground of hell,/ you. who 
lessen fife by discontent, you would gain that much 
of wisdom, that our days on earth,, whatever of 
trouble, of care and vexation, be bound up with them, 
are yet capable of yielding very real happiness. So 
much depends on how w% take things. If, instead 
of fixing upon trouble as something foreign to your- 
selves or hostile to your being, looking upon your- 
selves as miserable in consequence^ you could but 
open your soul to that trouble and, rising from 
inertness, accent ^t as a very part of your existence, 
how different things would appear ! Many a trouble, 
moreover, is^but imaginary, and if dealt with sensibly 
would dwindle away ; while many a real trouble, on 
the other hand, by your striving to take^ it aright, 
might become an impulse of new endeavour, chang- 
ing the very face of your life and leading you to a 
better happiness than before you ‘aimed at Ah, 
indeed, if^’you could byt view*mattfers from hell you 
would come to see that man il able fo bear a load 
of trouble, and that, confrontirfg want and misery, he 
Eniy yet attain a state of happiness worth the hav- 
ing ! You would find that every day of that life 
which now you make a burden to yourselves and to 
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others is precioi® beyond words, a gracioujJ gift of 
God for which ybu cannot be grateful enough. You 
woufd understand that I, hungering and longing, 
would wish toi>e in your pla<!e — ay, and count fhysell 
blessed to bearj the burden whiclf you cbrfsider so 
grievous. But what boots it that / see ^t all so 
plainly now ; it is too late for me, — ^oo late. 

That fashionable people* in hell have Jtheir so- 
called grand evening parties will hardly surprise you; 
we liave dances, ‘at homes,* and all those tl\ings»set 
store by in the world. But if this sort of stylish 
4iving even ofi earth is unutterably hollow, what must 
it be here where the very air we breathe is vanity 
and nothingness? Looking back I can scarcely 
credit now how I could ^wrong my better self for 
the sake of that vile habit of attending parties. What 
is a party in the very society which calls itself polite? 
Is it not as if some vicious goblin had a hand in 
it, bringing together twenty, fifty, even a hundred 
people, each of whom has his owfi 'cosy fireside — 
men and women who for the most part have little or 
nothing in common, but needs must rrfect beneath 
staring chandeliers, the spirit of falsehood^ among 
them? ’Vanity rules, and when the goblin has 
thoroughly fooled them and lights turn pale, they 
eath go home fagged and tattered. Host and hostess 
say, ‘What a iiv^roy jt*s over!’ Each visitor says, 

‘ I am thankful to gQ to bed ’ — are you, poor fools 
of fashion ? • ^ 

But if it seems a marvel now how I also, in days 
gone by, could satrifice myself to t|ie so-called claimS 
of society, I need not marvel that I do so here. It 
was by choice then, — it is under coojpulsion now ; it 
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is as if tfen thousand goblins fooled us — we know it 
but cannot withstand. < i 

The object of parties- with us is Just the sam^ as 
witli you : to be seen, to* be admired, to make one- 
self agr^sable — n(&t so much in order to please your 
neighbour as to be thought pleasant yourself — and 
to hide it amiably if you think people a bore. 'There 
is one marked difference, however, placing us often 
in a position both painful and ridiculous. What 
should you say if at any of your great sociiS gather- 
ings you could look through people’s clothes — those 
fine clothes put on so carefully — through them,'! say, 
to the very piece of humanity they hide, and not 
only through them, but, deeper still, to the core of 
the heart beneath ? It is so here I Supposing,'then, 
you walk up to some old crone, saying, with your 
most engaging smile — * Delighted to see you !’ think- 
ing to yourself at the same time — T wish she were at 
Jericho !’ — I leave you to imagine the figure you cut. 
I give this as an ^ example only — as a clue, rather; 
think it out further and see where it leaves you ! 
But even to^this one gets used in hell, fortifying one- 
self with a kind of frivolous impudence, without 
which intercourse would be simply unbearc^ble. The 
in^iident I quoted of course leaves the advantage with 
the old crone ; but the moment she opens her lips 
her interlocutor has the best of it* for he can see 
through her clothes as .she saw^ through his. They 
are quits then. 

^ However, as I said, it is not merely ludicrous but 
painful — offering, moreover, an unjurmountable ob- 
stacle to all courtAup. It is utterly impossible here 
to fool a woman, be she ever so frail. All the fine 
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words of hell cai^not delude her, fof ^e sees|through 
them. From this point of view we form a most 
virtuous cornpany. Indeed, ^ttery and compliments 
^ith us are exceedingly difficjult to pass, the he^rt be- 
traying the man in quite another sense thaa with you. 

You can hardly picture to yourself how much 
of tho truly surprising, if not interesting,* may be 
experienced here in a singje day. The world, as 
seen from hell, is the land of dreams and im'aginings, 
appearing beautiful and pleasant none the less. And, 
absurdly paradoxical as it may sound, hete only, 
whero all rejility has vanished, reality in uncompro- 
mising nakedness is upon us. Are they friends or 
foes that meet, they soon speak the truth to one 
another. Such mutual confessions, on the whole, are 
little edifying, aijd, since there *are no secrets here, 
at once flit from circle to circle for general merri- 
ment Do you* care to have examples? Here are 
some recent tit-bits. 

A. had been killed in a duel whicji he fought to 
avenge an insult offered to his handsome young wife. 
Quite recently he somewhat unexpectedly met his 
late opponent, who, having gone the way of all 
flesh, liad^^ come to hell. Wrathfully he tajfed him 
with former wrong, but the latter made answer qui^e 
cwolly : 

‘ Silly man, do ^ou mean to fight me again for 
nothing whatever ? Let bygones be bygones ; we 
had better be^friendsV 

* For nothing whatever I' reiterated A., hotly. 

* Do you call it nothing that you insulted my wifi, 
and killed me, moreover, when I* tried to vindicate 
her?* 
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‘I suppose Tnjust tell you the pjain fact,' replied 
his opponent. ‘ I see you still labour under Z) 
delusion. The matter ^as simply this : I had been 
the Iqycr of your wife, ^but broke with her. That' 
was the insult. That is why she got you to challenge 
me. However, these are bygones ; we'll be friends 
now.* 

Whether they were friends after that I cannot 
tell. I rather think that A. felt ready to hide him- 
self. 

TTwo* friends — in fact they were cousins — sat 
together in pleasant intercourse. Said the one t 

‘ To tell the truth, I was bom to be a poet 1 
did write novels, and my first publications made 
quite a sensation.’ 

* Don’t I know that,* says the gousin, ‘ since it 
was I who wrote half the reviews about them ? It 
was I, sweet coz, who brought you into fashion. 
That is easily managed, if one has a few connections 
and sufficient w^ jto let the review be racy ; people 
are easily caught’ 

‘ What — you ? Surely you are but joking I Why, 
I owe you everlasting thanks.’ 

‘ Thatnks — no,* replied the cousin. ‘ Did we not 
love one another as very brothers ?* 

"^he would-be poet grew thoughtful, continuing 
after a while : 

‘ But it Vas short-liv<^ fame. I had jumped into 
fashion with one leap, as it were, and a great future 
, seemed to await me, when, as by magic, there was a 
ebafige which I never understood. ^ Reviews from 
panegyrics turned to spite, cutting me up so merci- 
lessly that no publisher presently had courage to 
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launch my works^ and I was constrjiihed to ^um my 
teck upon the literary career/ 

‘ Well, I can i?olve that rpystery also. It was I 
^ho cut you up so mercilessly as you say, not leaving 
you the faintest pretence to talent » I had .set myself 
to persecute you into silence ; as soon as you opened 
your rhouth, down came the lash. What^cfould you 
do but turn your back upon Jiterature?* 

‘You — you did that?’ 

‘ To Ifc sure, but don’t excite yourself : it was to 
your own advantage. Your mother, to Whom I 
^ever "could say nay, had implored me to leave no 
stone unturned in trying to save you from what she 
considered your utter ruin. You had no talent for 
poetiy, she said, but a very marked calling for the 
blacking manuffictory, on which your family had 
thriven conspicuously. Now I knew — of course I did 
— that your literary fame was all humbug ; and hum- 
bug jould not really hold you in the saddle, I saw 
that A reviewer could fill you^r Jjalloon, but he 
could not keep it sailing, and with every line you 
wrote the gas escaped wofully ; you were as near 
a collapse as possible. So I generously resolved 
to anticipate it, and by main force bring )fou from 
poetry to blacking. I discharged broadsides of wit 
and volleys of sarcasm whenever you dared to show 
yourself in prifit, success crowning my efforts ; for 
you died rich with thfc spoils of blacking— a man of 
worth, too, in, the eyes of respectable citizens.* 

‘And went to Hfelll* cried the blacking- and^ 
poesy-monger. ^‘Should I find myself here if*niy 
Pegasus had not been hamstrung* so vilely?’ 

‘ That is more than I know/ returned the review- 



58 


LtTTERS FROM HELJU 


ing cou^n 'mildly^ ‘But I scarcely ^.think that litera- 
ture by itself would have carried you, to Paradise, anp 
more than I believe th^t blacking ‘alone had ppwer 
to dr^ you to hell, ^ut these are bygones. 2 
loved yqu ^d early, ^nd was your best friend, after all.' 

The poetical blacking-dealer turned away dis- 
gusted. The information was more than he could 
stand. 

A couple of monks were holding low but earnest 
converse. 

'* But tell me, brother,* said the one, * how you 
came to take the cowl ?’ 

‘ Through my own stupidity ; it was nothing else. 
I fell in love with Lisella Neri ; you knew her, I 
think. She was considered a beauty, and sht was 
an heiress. However, I was refused, and, sick of 
life, I entered the monastery, — a piece of folly I rued 
every day till I died. A simple sftory, is it not ? 
But what brought you to the cloister ?’ 

‘ The very opposite, strange to say. I also loved 
Lisella, and presently was her accepted suitor, but it 
ended in my being the most miserable husband under 
the sun. Lisella was both capricious and bad ; and 
she did 'not care for me. I never knew a^inoihent's 
peace. There seemed but one way out of misery : 
leaving her mistress of her fortune, I fled to the 
monastery, and truly I never repented of it If ever 
a moment*^ discontent assailed Ine I had but to think 
of Lisella and happiness was resWred.* , 

The first monk sat buried 'in silence. Presently 

Said : ‘ Our experience shows that no one can 
escape his destiny. * From what you tell me I gather 
that Lisella, one way or another, must have brought 
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me to the cowl.^ Still you, broth^,* were t|ie most 
Jbrtunate after .all ; not because for a time you 
owntd that Jiandiome troubl'jr of peace, but because, 
J^nowing her ^ as I did nqt, your disappointment 
ended in content’ 

But enough of this. What is the use of telling 
these things ? 

Martin, poor Martin, what may have become of 
you f rte was wronged after all. Badly brought 
up, badly used, he was my work. 

, SHe was very beautiful that young girl, about his 
own age. She was cleaning the house-steps one day 
when I first saw her. But lowly as her occupation 
was, %he charmed the ey«. The demon was moved. 
It was easy for, me to offer to educate her. She 
appeared not bom to her humble sphere. I placed 
her with a family I knew. Simple as she was, she 
appeared to understand I had some object But the 
flower should unfold before I pjujked it I had 
learned to wait 

By what chance he and sJu met I know not, but 
their first meeting seems to have been sufficient As 
in a flash, of lightning love struck their hearts simul- 
taneously, and quickly they knew that they were 
6fech other’s. 

Martin came tq me with an open confession. But 
not only did I refuse tonsent, — I cruelly ftiunted him, 
defrauded as, I felt * He quitted me in anger to seek 
his own way. As srflf-willed as myself, he hesitated^ 
not a moment ^ to his line of action, carrying pff 
the girl before my very eyes so to speak. 

She was ndwhere to be found. But he did not 
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hide, fading me' boldly. It was th-^n that I thrust 
him from my house ; from my heart also I believetf 
^ — but in this I was mistaken. 

W^at could he have been wanting tjo tell me that^ 
would heal everyabreach between us, as he said in 
that letter ? Did it concern him or her ? A Higher 
Power has^spok^n, he said. I am left to madoening 
doubt 

Doubt? — nay, i^ is a burning question, consuming 
my soul with the fire of hell — sufficient a'lmoit to 
draw md back to earth as a wandering ghost But 
should I find an answer to the question-. -and where? 
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LETTER Yi. 

Let pe speak to you of Lily. But I fear memory 
will scarcely* separate the child Lily from the woman 
into which she blossomed. Remember that I see 
her with the knowledge of a later period. I neither 
saw nor knew her ariglit, there being nothing so 
blind as the cartial gaze. * 

She was a Creole. Delicate and lovely were her 
features, though not perhaps moulded after any 
receX^ed type of beauty ; her hair black and glossy ; 
her eyes like stars, of so deep A blue that the 
cursory beholder believed them black, and veiled 
with lashes behind which her soul at* times would 
appear to withdraw from your gaze as, a pure 
nymph descending into her own limpid depth. Her 
hgure was slight and airy, perfectly harmonious^ not 
wanting in fuhiess, but tenderly shaped ; not tall, 
with hands and •feqt of the smallest,^ and rarely , 
beautiful. Such w<'^ Lily, • But those eyes of hers 
were her greatest cl\arm. Who does not know the 
soft enchantment of Creole eyes? Lily’s even, now* • 
have a power that penetrates my soul. Never Mn 
all eternity shall I forget that tender brightness 



62 


LETTERS FRpM HELL 


sparklin]^^ \^ith fearful laughter, th^t gaze half sad 
and yet so full of promise, that at any time it boun#A 
my heart ^ 

The southern temperament is generally accreditee) 
with caprice and ^passionate self-will.*^ But nothing 
was more unlike Lily than this. No doubt there 
was warmth in her nature, but its glow was gentle 
and deep, never kindling to passion, but always 
yielding Its own beneficent radiance. Capriciousness 
was utterly foreign to her, but she knew 'her tOwn 
mind concerning anything she considered to be 
right — anything her conscience had recognised as 
due to truth or charity. In such things her will 
was unbendable, though in aught else she was sub- 
missiveness itself. Self-lpve she knew not,, her 
soul’s deepest need being surrender. Poor child, 
you could not have been placed more terribly, all 
but given over to one who was an egotist to the core 
of his being. 

She was all heart Later on some physician 
discovered what*h§ called an organic defect — Lily’s 
heart was too large, he said. Nothing more likely 
than this ! 1 never knew a disposition so prone to 

feeling, so easily touched as hers. She was brim- 
ming with affection, love being the only reward she 
cliiined. As a child, a loving word — a look even—r' 
could so move her that she would fiing herself on 
your neck whispering her gratitude as she nestled in 
your embrace. Her sympathy at all times was 
easily roused. The trials and strivings of others — 
theii joys and sorrows, their ha^ppiness or mis- 
fortune — were all that interested her most She 
seemed to move in love and pity. 
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At times I cpuld not but tell mysdf jiow ill- 
%tted she was fof a self-seeking world. Her tender 
nature was often hurt in intcjcourse with others, and, 
feeling repulsed, she would shrink back within her- 
self That is^why after all she w^s a lon^y child, 
satisfied to confmune with herself and with me — 
wretch as I was. 

Added to this, hers WcLS^ a woncferful 'simplicity 
of nature — simplicity of spirit I ought to* say. I 
douh^ ndt that, had she lived to* extreme old age, 
she would never have departed from the heart cJf a 
child. • Nothing was more easy than to talk her 
over to anything, provided only it did not clash with 
her sense of right She never dreamt that anybody 
could be deceiving her. ^Once or twice I frivolously 
put her simple-mindedness to^the test, but felt so 
humbled by her utter trust that I never did it again. 
Incarnate shamelessness would have bowed to her 
holy innocence. She was one of those beautiful 
beings one meets with but rarely in life, who, walking 
on earth, keep their skirts pure® no matter what 
defilement be about them. I verily believe you 
might have dragged her through slums of sin and 
vice, ^nd^she would have come forth with irwioccnce 
unharmed. Her soul somehow was above offence, 
sj^e never thought that anybody could be wanting lo 
do wrong. Her e^es never opened to the appalling 
fact that it is h wioked world in which men live. 
She knew wjiat sin* was, her pious mind having its 
own childlike ideas concerning it ; but she never 
knew vice as, with fleeting footstep, she followed* her * 
transient coursc*of life. , 

I should wrong myself if I said that I never saw 
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this tW^ nc;w. -I felt it even then, ^ corrupt as I was. 
How little there was in common between us — she 
all spirit, I all flesh. Again I say, poor little Lily ! 

She did not acquire much knowledge in life, her 
learning being restricted to the fevv^est of objects. 
That history was her favourite pursuit would seem 
natural, since history treats of men, of theirs deeds 
and conflicts, their happiness and grief, moving her 
heart ta sympathy ; and she cared for a book only 
inasmuch as it spoke of her fellows, othenwiae she 
saw but dead letters which wearied her. In me- 
chanical attainments, therefore, she was ever •» back- 
ward ; it was next to impossible to teach her the use 
of a foreign tongue. Living a life of feeling, she 
could not but become contemplative and somewhat 
dreamy, reason inclining to sit apart in her. We 
seriously endeavoured to shake her up, as the phrase 
goes, but it is a thankless task to attempt anything 
against nature. Wanting in communicativeness she 
was by no means, — to me at least she was ready to 
confide her every 'chought. 

The stories of the Bible had ever been those she 
loved above* all others. They had been the first 
food oL her waking soul, and never anything im- 
pressed her more deeply than the death on the Cross 
of 'the Son of God, who loved sinful men and gaye 
His life for them. That love and that suffering 
formed he^earliest impressionspand the most lasting. 
Again and again she would read the holy record, 
and surely an angel has counted the tears she shed 
while so engaged. Unlike in aught else as she was 
to Mary Magdalei].e, she was like 'her in burning 
love for her crucified Lord. 
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Later on the fcistory of the Crusades moved her. 
^e Crucified One was her first love, and stories of 
the Crusadess firs\ stirred he?!' enthusiasm, the idea 
seizing on hertso powerfully that the course of^ few 
weeks seemed Jo add years to Her growth. The 
enthusiasm cooled, but the thought remained, and 
thenceforth the Holy Land, where the Son of God 
had lived and died, was tlm object of hec dearest 
longing. She would at first lend expression to her 
feelings, but she suffered for it Her little girl-friends 
nicknamed her the Lady Crusader. And even if 
they held their peace they could not refrain from 
teasing her by signs, holding up their fingers cross- 
wise on meeting her ; she, poor little thing, of course 
understood their amiable meaning. The Saviour’s 
Cross thus early had become hei* cross. The mockery 
hurt her deeply, and she was not again heard to 
speak of the Ho'ly Land. But where the lips must 
be siUnt, the heart perhaps clings to its longing all 
the more ardently. 

Would it not seem that she was little fitted for 
this world ? — not for my world, at any mte. Had I 
not been such a hopelessly miserable fellow, J must 
have l<nown it, her very look must have told me — 
beautiful and pure as an angel ! Beauty and ate 
erfloyment had ^ever appeared to me as the very 
prizes of life ; bmt never have I known anything more 
simply beautiful than^the entire devotion of this child- 
soul in purity "and truth, and unspotted by self-love. 

Some years passed away when my mother ag^iin 
thought fit to interfere. ‘That won’t do,’ she said? 
‘you anticipate future happiness,* and thereby will 
lose it You must separate. had better 

5 
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travel for a couple of years. I wiU watch over Lily 
meanwhile, and do what I can towards bringing h€t 
up for your delight. <Yes, leave 'us, my son 5 the 
time will come when you will see the, wisdom of mj^ 
counsel.^ 

I coujd not but own that my mother was right, 
and declared myself ready to make the effort in the 
interest pf future happiness, or, more correctly, of 
promised enjoyment It had become desirable, just 
abput that time, that one of the partners of th£: firm 
should go to South America ; it would be a length- 
ened absence. My old uncle could rot undertake 
it ; my cousin, junior partner like myself, did not 
care for the journey ; I, therefore, yielding to my 
mother’s private representations, offered to go. Lily 
dissolved in tears on taking leave ; my mother’s 
severest influence scarcely could bring her to reason. 
I too was moved, but took comfort ih selfish thought 
‘Wait, little woman ; we shall meet again, and future 
delight will be gq^ater that present loss!’ 

I stayed away longer even than was expected 
I often had news from home — letters, too, from Lily 
— wonderful letters ! An angel might have written 
them, those delicately tender productions and noth- 
ing could be more foreign to my own nature than 
the lovely thoughts expressed in those — shall I 
— ethereaj. letters? But they did not sink into my 

heart : they only touched my senses. Surely it was 
an evil delight which said : ‘ This tender blossom, so 
pure and innocent, is }'ours ; you will teach her one 
Jay that she too is flesh and blopd, and a child of 
earth.’ 

I returned at last and saw her again. I was 
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charmed, — no,tllat is not the word,-^! was enchanted 1 
graceful and slender — unutterably lovely, with maiden 
bluAes, and veiling her eyes-^just quitting childhood ; 
*she was not quite fifteen. 

But as I pr 9 nounced her namfe she raifcd those 
wondrous eyes and looked at me. Joy trembled in 
tears, and echoed through my soul# It .was but a 
look, but I was satisfied. I* clasped her to^my heart 

Shall I call them happy, the days which now had 
dawTiedr They were happy, but not withoyt a 
sting. Seeing Lily was as though reading her 
letter's. Again and again I felt she was the child 
of another sphere. How should she satisfy me ? 
Even while I clasped her in rapture I knew her aims 
and ^nine were far, far ^art As childlike as ever, 
hers was the same yielding tenderness ; but her very 
afiection filled me with regret The love in which 
she moved was unknown to me ; she and I were 
different as day and night, as heaven and hell. 

Some time passed away. my mother 

stepped between us, reminding me of the calls of 
good sense and propriety. The child jnust be left 
free to develop ; our constant intercour^ would 
end in her treating me as a brother always, and that 
was not what I wanted. It was desirable that# I 
should take bachelor’s rooms, and the less I showed 
myself at homy the better. For the ^t I could 
make myself as ag^reeable to Lily as I pleased, and 
as might be compatible with the solemn promise not 
to speak to her of love till she should have completed 
her seven teen th*y ear. 

My mother always had her w&y ; I promised and 
took rooms. I saw she was righ^ Lily had not 
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unfolded in my presence as she might have done. 
There was a change on my leaving, and a new relation- 
ship promised to grow oifc of the old one. ,She ceased 
being the mere child, her natural surre;ider clothing 
itself with maiderfy reserve. I was obliged to be 
careful, aqd that was well. It was a time of trial, 
and continued sc in spite of its own share of antici- 
pating blifs. ... 

I remembered Annie and made inquiries. Her 
fathgr had died ; what had become of her no one 
could tell. My mother could have told I doubted 
not, but I dared not ask her. I tried to stifle recol- 
lection, and with Lilyas unconscious assistance I 
succeeded. . . . 

There was sorrow on the* horizon. Lily drooped. 
She had always been* delicate, and waking woman- 
hood found her more delicate still. Our utmost care 
gathered round her, and we resolved to winter in the 
south. Lily had grown thoughtful; the child c was 
trying to understand herself, dreamily musing within 
her soul. She seemed more lovely than ever, beset 
with the riddles of her deepest being. But delight 
in her yielded to anxiety. 

Thus we three — my mother, Lily, and jnyself — 
moved southward. It was a time of blessing ; this 
period of my life appearing steeped in light, and 
showing of darkness only what seemed needful to 
enhance the light Lily's state of health grew less 
alarming ; a year passed rapidly, I will not say 
witl\out spot or blemish as far as it concerned myself, 
yet without leaving any real scar on the tablets of 
memory. It was ail but Paradise — but now, now it 
is hell ! 
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How happylwe were, we three togetMerl My 
%iother amiability itself — I anxious to be amiable — 
anchLily lifting Her fair whit^ cup to receive heaven’s 
*dew. She happy, and she showed it# How 
gracefully she ij^ised her drooping ihead 1 hew radiant 
were her looks, drinking in the riches of beauty about 
her 1 ** Not only bodily, but mentaVy, shp unfolded 
charm upon charm in the genial atmosphere, half a 
year working a marvel of chajige. Womanhood 
hadVise^ in the blushes of dawn, sweet and frag^rant 
as a rose just opening her chalice to the detvy kisses 
of morning.# In her relation to me also childhood 
receded ; as tender and submissive as ever, there 
was an unconscious dignity about her. She was no 
longjbr the petted darling, living only in the affection 
that surrounded her ; but she had found riches of life, 
fathomless and beautiful, within her own being. And 
before long shfe, whose natural gifts of mind and 
heart f^r surpassed my own, had gained an ascendency 
over me cLs complete cis indescribable. Gladly I 
yielded myself to this influence ; it was a new delight 
— nobler and purer than any I had ^tasted before. 
Lily raised me above myself — I hardly knew it at 
the time.; but new sensations, new interests, new 
hopes, filled my heart, teaching me gradually ^tfeat 
Ihere were better things in life than gratifying self 
and pleasing the, senses. Day by intercourse 
with her refined and ennobled my nature. I was in 
a fair way of becolning good, of becoming Auman, 
let me say ! 

Her own eyes had opened to the beauty of the 
world — other beauty than I had 'ever known, and by 
degrees I learned to see things with Aer eyes. But 
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her look^nj lon*ging continually sosired beyond this 
world, which could not satisfy herodeepest desired 
And can you believe (!t, she drew mq after iier. 
What power, what influence in so tend^, so fragile a* 
creature \ Jt cost her no effort. I followed, followed, 
as though her soul were a beacon in darkness. I 
listened to. her ^voice as to the guidance of a pro- 
phetess, directing my sight to a rapture of bliss. A 
new world, — a worjd of the spirit, — opened to my 
wondering gaze, a vision of life eternal dawiiing 
slowly beyond. I do remember them, those blissful 
hours lifting my soul from the dust. vAh, God in 
heaven, what hours, what recollections, and now — 
what despair! 

But under that gentle kifluence I began to look 
backward also, and toffeel ashamed— rashamed of the 
love I had felt for Lily. It was love — yes, such as I 
could give, disgracing that sacred name, a love which 
would have frightened her to death had she known 
it She was sp^e^ the horror of that discovery. 

Another spring was at hand, we were thinking of 
moving homewards. Lily had suffered lately from 
somewhat alarming symptoms — spasms of the heart, 
the doctor said. But we would not disquiet pjurscives, 
hoping nothing serious would supervene. Lily within 
these eighteen months had blossomed to such fulnesn 
of life, her measure overflowing, as jt were, with youth 
and beauty, and adding \o our happiness daily. It 
had rendered us fearless. But a strange ^anxiety took 
. hold of Lily, showing itself whenever we spoke of 
returning home I tried to discover ^hat moved her, 
and to my utter astonishment, it appeared that an 
unsatisfied longin^f filled her heart. That old desire 
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of her childhood jto see the Holy Land hid Juddenly 
jiossessed her afresh ; or perhaps the thought, as a 
hidden spark, had lived witjjiin her all these years. 
She entreated me not to take her home before she 
had set foot on the sacred soil, be ^t for ever^so short 
a time. She could never rest, she thought, till she 
had teen there, and if I would but take hir thither, 
she would bless me for it even in heaven. ’ 

I viewed her desire merely in the light of a 
childish Taney, even a foolish whim ; yet in my secret 
heart I admired the faithful persistence with which 
evidently she^ had clung to that early love; it touched 
me, and I resolved, as far as lay with me, that her 
wish should be gratified. Indeed, she might have 
asked for a far more fQplish thing, and I could not 
have found it in me to deny her. When she begged 
for anything with that submissive angel look of hers, 
who could have •resisted ! 

I consulted my mother ; she demurred but eventu- 
ally agreed. We had spent those early spring days 
cruising about the Ionian Isles, aVicf before hmg our 
faces were set to the cast. Lily thanked me with a 
look, a sweet loving look, which remained deathless 
in my heart — yea, and it will burn there wit+i a pain 
unquenchable throughout the ages of hell. But 
fjom that hour a heavenly peace had settled on "her. 
Silence had fallen upon her, but she was perfectly 
happy. 

A few wj)rds more and my story will be ended 
Why should I add to my grief by speaking about it? 
But retrospect is not the least of helFs torments.* 

We touchedT at the coast o^ Pale.stine and dis- 
embarked. As a queen I led her to the land of her 
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desire, tliysLlf being the first of servants. But 
her thoughts were not of queenship ; to her owm 
mind she was but a j^umble pilgrim. Slowly we 
proceeded from one sacred spot to another. Lily'^ 
illness was more ^serious than we guessed, but she 
would not' hear of rest She was' suffering from 
heart -disv^ase which had rapidly developed. ' The 
end was as sudeien as unlookcd for. At Bethlehem, 

4 * 

in a convent which received us for charity's sake, 
she breathed her 'last, a few days before ^*she> had 
completed her seventeenth year. She died with the 
satisfied smile of a saint on her face, for her desire 
had been given her. 

Death with her had lost its terror. As one 
glorified she lay — pale, but^in heavenly beauty her 
hands folded on her virgin bosom where the world 
had not entered. 

Perhaps you will scarcely believe. my words, that 
even in those last hours, and though I sickened with 
the sense of certain loss, she had power to lift me 
high above per'shhble grief. A fearless trust had 
come to me that, no matter what affliction re- 
mained on darth, the place was prepared where I 
might be united with her, where there is no ^nore 
sorrow and no more pain, where death has passed 
avJafy. 

Terrible delusion ! 

» Her last words fell on m}^ heart as a blessing 
from the upper w^orld : 

‘Thanks, Philip! I am happy — (jod be with 
you 4’ . . . 

* I was stricken ^ith grief But *my inmost soul 
w^as buoyed with the hope that soon I, too, might 
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rise beyond the ^ach of sorrow. Jn a holy kiss her 
breath had piingled with mine. 

IJut scarcely was she g^ne when the old self- 
Wlled nature within me rosf. Goaded to de^air I 
was wild with the knowledge of bereavement — what 
a treasure I ha^ lost, both of beauty and affection, 
what Wches of promise, of joys untamed. ^VVnd how 
near I had been to dreams |;ealiscd — but a few days 
and she would have been mine ! As a wild beast I 
rageci, d^rauded of its prey. She — she had escaped 
me I This then was the reward of years of patience 
and self-denial. In her I had saved up treasures — 
pleasures untold, to lose it all by a single blow ! . . . 
And yet was it not meet it should be so? Should 
I notji rejoice that she wag spared the sad future that 
awaited her, th^ unholy toucl^ of my passion ? I 
could not rejoice then, Lily, but I think I could 
now — if I were not in hell ! 

mother too was grieved, but she did not lose 
her composure ; she sorrowed more for me, I think, 
than for the loss of her we had loved. We buried 
Lily in the Holy Land. She sleeps beneath a 
sycamore, not far from the spot where tlie Saviour 
of mefi w^s born. 

We turned homeward. On our journey back 
fc^nd Martin. 

Thus I becaftie^the man I was. I gave myself 
up to the world, ’and Mved only for its pleasures, I 
loved no one but tnyself, excepting, perhaps, my 
mother and tne boy i had adopted. I say perhaps, 
for that I really loved them I cannot now be shrQ. 

I conformed to outward Christi^ity, but my heart 
was far from it True, I joined not the sinners who 
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openly ih th^ ^eat of the scomfU?, laughing at all 
things sacred ; but after Lily’s deq,th there was in 
reality nothing left I cc^unted sacred, unless it be an 
occasional recollection of my own childhood left fa^, 
far behind. For fit times I did remember those early 
days at Aunt Betty’s knee, but I closed my heart, 
driving these tjioughts away from it 

Life dealt gently with my mother. She preserved 
her charms, and continued the perfect lady, admired 
by all. She had always been pious, but ^he took 
to ''bcir>g saintly now, trying hard to show me 
the way of life. However, she could not bring 
me further than that, for her sake, I paid proper 
attention to Christian observances, and, for my 
own sake, to common decency in the pursuit of 
pleasure. 

Let me stop here and rest from the pain of con- 
fession. Do not imagine that confessing with us is 
followed by relief. I am in hell, where there is no 
more repentance, no more sorrow for sin. 
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Light incrcajcs slowly, but we never reach further 
than a kind of luminous twihght — the rcllcction ot 
Paradise. Time passes amid suffering, torture, and 
regret? Do not imagiue*that because I can write 
what perchance interests you, it/ollows that it inter- 
ests me, or that I can fill up my time. That, too, is 
but imaginary ; time .seems to pass, but alleviation 
there js none. Upon earth the worst misery yields 

to the consolation that, sooner or later, it must come 

• • 

to an end. But here — awful fact —time itself is 
endless ! 

Memories 1 memories! Facts long since for- 
gottcnl hg-.c they arc, as though they had ha^ipcncd 
but yesterday. I try to escape them, and once 
mtre recollections of Aunt Betty arc something of 
an anodyne. Id tl\inking of her, and her invariable 
kindness to me throughout ^the years of my child- 
hood, I long Ijpr tcai^i of gratitude. But the eye is 
dry as a parched desert. How good she was to me, 
but kindest of aH to my father ! And how loving 
to all whom she could serve. Jhe humblest was 
not beneath her, if she could lend him a helping 
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hand. HSw oftpn would she sit for my mothei 

sending the tired maid to bed. Jiow often worf( 
she spend an evening i/ith the servant girls, showinj 
then\ how to make thfir own clothe^s, and teachiflj 
them the art of* laying by something out of thei 
wages, ^he would read to them, and amuse then 
to keep* then^ steady, and was actually ^6ing t( 
teach the coachman hi^ letters. But there my fathe 
interfered, introducing him to a night-school instead 
Her health was anything but strong, ytt sh< 
nearer considered he;*self when the burdens of other 
could be lightened. If ever anyth^g made he 
angry, it was the request to take care of herscli 
‘ / she would say, as if the most monstrou 
demand had been proffered, ‘ / ? — what do yoi 
mean 1’ She had p\it self so far ajvay that the ide; 
of caring for it appeared to her almost ludicrou^ 
Love gave her a wondrous power of self-command 
When my mother had hurt her feelings — no ran 
occurrence I fear — and she had brushed away tl 
tears, she never failed doing a special turn of sisterlj 
service witli a face of angelic devotion ; anxious t( 
appear all the more light-hearted in my father’; 
presence, if perchance he had noticed it, jjpd ^ookec 
distressed. Of course her own loving and hopefu 
disposition assisted her in ever making the best#o 
things ; but more than this, it \Yas*the divine spiri 
moving in her. Love had become second natun 
to her. And love always helped he| in doing th< 
right thing, however strangely •she might set about it 
Jidr education had been neglected, even as regards 
religious knowledge. If you haa asked her th< 
simplest questions about faith and hop)e and charity 
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she would probably have startled you wit^ ignorant 
aJtewcrs ; but sh^ Iiad these things, and they made 
her a^child of heaten. 

* The room sjie had chosei> for herself was simple, 
but her own neatness pervaded it* Yet pnt could 
not say there was any order in her room. Every 
availabVe space was littered with objects great and 
small in wonderful variety, offering to the observant 
mind a l^ey to my aunt*s inmost ^nature ; for amid 
valuables of every description there were articles 
only fit for the dust-bin apparently. But itiy aunt 
knew why shg valued them. They were a sort of 
landmarks, in her estimation, by which her life’s 
history could be traced. Even at an early age 1 
had vague notion of the sanctity of these relics, 
and must own L handled them reverently. They 
would set my fancy going, and I would invent 
stories where aurftie's authentic knowledge appeared 
loth tq lift the veil. 

Aunt Betty, as a rule, dressed ipo^e than simply, 
despising all pretence at fashion in her daily life. 
Not that she * could not an’ she would,* as she used 
to say. And she valued a handsome present now 
and thtn, j]ot for the sake of the object itself, but as 
a mark of people’s regard for her. She liked to Jbp 
thiis honoured by those, for whom she spent herself 
in service ! Bofe my father and my rnother lost 
no opportunity of presenting, her with costly gifts, 
articles of dr|ss3lkspbcially, if my mother was the 
giver. Aunt Betty w6uld accept these things with 
almost childish ^tisfaction, shutting them up forthu 
with in her spacious wardrobe. And thus it came 
about that she owned quite an array of millinery, 
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shawls, mantles^ bonnets, laces, fifrs, and what not, 
without ever wearing them. That they grew ofU- 
fashioned did not troufcle her in the le^st ; but th|it 
the moth should not ceat them wa^ her conscien- 
tious c&rq. For* this reason she w^uld hold regular 
exhibitions, when bed, table, and chairs w’cre loaded 

4 ^ (I 

with her.treas^jres by way of giving them an airing ; 
she walking about with a quiet expression of owner- 
ship, her gentle h^nds smoothing out or dusting her 
finery. But her eyes seemed far away. Oi, if a 
gay nfood supervoned, she would even place a 
feathered bonnet on her dear old head, looking at 
herself in the glass with a peculiar smile, as though 
she were comparing the once maiden Betty, whose 
youth and beauty brought’ homage to her feef, with 
the aging spinster whom the woiJd scarcely knew 
now, whose life had run in the narrow channel of 
sacrifice, ‘I am an old goose,’ * she would say, 
putting up her gear with her lavender bags. 

But auntie, bgsides these things, owned a small 
library of choice works, beautifully bound. She 
would dust them as lovingly as those unused gar- 
ments. But she never read them, having neither 
time nor quiet, she said. ‘Some day when" I am 
q 1^, and no longer needed, I will read them all,’ she 
would add. Among her many peculiarities her hafbit 
of reading aloud deserves notice.^* Understanding, 
in her case, presupposed hearing, which proves that 
the art of reading with her nevdr reach^ beyond the 
rudimentary stage. Poor Auftt Betty, keeping your 
books for a time when you are no longer needed ! 
But that time found you singing psalms with the 
angels. 
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In the dusk if the evening I jvould often seek 
Hfer room. I #would find ber sitting in silence 
|nd •lost in .thoug^ht But i!he was never annoyed 
at my disturbing her — she loved me too mu^h for 
that And theq she would begin ttclling jj\t stories, 
quite a special gift with her. I doubt not^ but that 
she mostly made up her stories as ^he tpld them. 
What if they were no great literary productions, they 
breathed^a poetry of their own — a jvarmth and loving- 
kindftess that fascinated my childisli heart It was 
Aunt Betty who first instructed me in religion. If 
her teaching ^vas not exactly dogmatic, it was most 
truly practical. The impressions it left — so deep, so 
sweet, so tender — how could they ever fade away ! 

Ohe evening we wete sitting by her window. 
The sky was clear and the stars were shining with 
unusual brightness. The wondrous sight impressed 
my childish miiFd. No doubt I had noticed them 
befor^j ; but looking back to that hour, it seems as 
thougli on that evening I first bcjjeld the sparkling 
lights of heaven. I wanted to know what the stars 
were, and what was behind them. Then Aunt Betty 
spoke to me of the dwelling-place of our Heavenly 
Father and its many mansions of indescribable 
beauty. I would go there some day on Icaygg 
earth, if I were a good and holy child. 

The prospect pleased me, but curiosity was not 
satisfied. I wanted to’know — I wanted a direct 
answer to m)) questibn. Now, many an instructor of 
youth might have bicn puzzled, but Aunt Betty’s 
imagination wag far too fertile to be so easily at 
fault She continued therefore ‘ Behind the stars, 
my child, there is a grand beautiful hall of glory 
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such as eye has *not seen, and there God sits upon 
His throne with the qnly-begotten ^on at His rigtt 
hand. Right in the rliiddle of the hajl theret is a 
Christmas tree, higher than the hifjhest mountain 
on earth, full of tghts and most bejautiful presents. 
And who do you think arc gathered beneath that 
tree ? — wjiy, ali the good children who, having lived 
holy lives, have come ,to be children of God and 
blessed angels. ^There they are, alwayg happy, 
always good. They rejoice at the tree which is 
prepared for them, ajid praise God with new songs, 
their voices ringing sweetly through t;he spaces of 
heaven. The presents on the tree are all theirs — I 
mean they arc always being given to them — yet the 
tree is never empty.' 

I thought this delightful. ' But what are the 
stars?' I said, reverting to my question. 

^ The stars, child ? — well, I will tell you,' said 
auntie. ‘Right round that hall there are innumerable 
little peep-hol^s ^through which the light of the 
Christmas tree shines upon earth. We call them 
stars. Whenever the little angel-children have done 
singing, they go and look through these peep-holes, 
anxious to know whether boys and girls on .earch are 
trying to be good, and likely to join them some day ; 
for they consider them their little brothers and sisteifi, 
and wish tliem to become as h^ppy as they arc. 
Whenever you see the stars therefore, you must re- 
member that through each one of them t^e eye of some 
angel looks down upon you. That is why the stars 
twinkle, just as these big eyes of yours twinkle as 
you look at me. ^ Now you see that you must 
always try to be good and obedient, else some angel’s 
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eyes would fill with tears ; and you would not like 

tkem to be sad \|rhile watching you/ 

TJiis accqunt db moved me that tears rose to my 
own eyes, and J lay sobbing hi Aunt Betty's lap. It 
was the desire c/ knowing more v\^iich fi^st* tended 
to quiet me : 

‘Blit, auntie,’ I said, ‘tell me what^happens to all 
the bad children ?’ 

This (Question very nearly puzzl;:d her. She was 
too Under -hearted to speak to me of hell and jts 
terrors, so she said ; ‘The bad children — well,! think 
they are put jnto some dark comer — far, far away 
from God and His dear Son.’ 

Again I was not satisfied ; there must be more. 

‘ Well,’ she continued,-^* listen. The bad children 
are shut up in an, ugly room, wli^re the fire has gone 
out, and where it is so cold and miserable that they 
chatter with theipteeth. It is dark too, for the light 
has been taken away, and they tremble with fear. 
They cry and knock at the door as Jia^d as tliey can, 
but no one pays any attention.’ 

I thought that dreadful. ‘ I am ,friglitcncd, 
auntie,’ I whispered, pressing quite close to her. 

‘ Look uj) at the stars, my child,’ she said ; ‘ then 
you won't 1^ frightened.’ And she stroked my hajii 

Fear left me. * T{ic stars did twinkle ^s though 
they said, ‘Be good, little child;’ and I felt quite 
ready to be good. 

‘ I should like to hear them sing,’ I went on 
presently. ‘ Do you know, auntie, how angels sing?' 

‘ I will try and* show you,’ she /-esponded, falling 
in at once with my desire. And with her sweet 

6 
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voice she sang to me one of her'' favourite hymns 
How beautiful it sounded in the ^evening twiligkt 
There was nothing gr^ad about her votce, but .some- 
thing so childlike in gentle tonep that the soi?g 
sank ifitq my heart as I kept wat.ching the stars ; 
and they seemed to look down upon me as kind as 
auntie herself, itwinkling again and again, *Bd good V 
Another moment, and cmy hearing was charmed, fol- 
lowing my gaze., Earth was not, but onjy heaven, 
and auntie’s hymn was the new song of angels. I 
listened with a rapt devotion that swelled my childish 
soul, folding my hands unconsciously ,as Aunt Betty 
had taught me ; and I tried to twinkle back at the 
stars with my own eyes to let them see that with 
my ears, with my heart,* I was listening to their 
angels. 

When the singing ceased and silence had carried 
me back to the present, I felt quite poor and for- 
saken. But all that night in dreams I s^w the 
heavenly tree,, aqd heard the songs of glory. 

Many an evening we spent like that, Aunt Betty 
singing, aqd I watching the stars. And before long 
I had learned her hymns and we sang them together. 
I believe it was with auntie as with mysidf : 'Singing 
^Ur hymns to the praise of God, we felt both carried 
away from earth, both longing for that which is 

behind the stars. 

• 

One evening Aunt, Betty 'told me the story of the 
rich man and poor Lazarus. It greajdy affected me, 
I was very glad for the poo'r beggar to have been 
carried right into Abraham’s bosoip, where he was so 
happy ; but the rich man longing in the torment of 
hell for a little drop of water moved my deepest pity. 
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I grieved for him, shedding an agorty of tears. Poor 
rfch man, how Iferd it was ^ punish him so dread- 
^llyl Auntie was quite unhappy at my distress. 
No doubt she fneant to impress me, but not ih this 
way, and she tritd her utmost to calm my» feelings, 

* Df)n*t take it to heart so much, child,’ she said. 
* I do not think you need. And it w^as vely unkind 
of Father Abraham to derfy him a poor drop of 
water, ^od, I dare say, did not like that at all ; 
indeed, if I know Him aright, I should not be sur- 
prised if Father Abraham had a*scolding for it. For 
if a drop of water could comfort the rich man in his 
torment, I don’t believe God would have refused it. 
And He who freely gave His precious blood would 
not be so unkind about mere water. And, moreover, 
didn’t you hear* that the rich man even in hell 
remembered his brethren ? That, I am quite certain, 
pleased God very much indeed. Love to the brethren 
cannot but move the heart of God, even if it comes 
right from the midst of hell.’ • • 

Thus she comforted me. She would not have 
hesitated to say a great deal more than this to 
still m^ grief. Poor Aunt Betty ! — I said sht could 
not dogmatise : the one creed she was sure of was 
God’s wonderful love ; and judging that love by ffet 
owti loving hea^t, she believed it fully capable of 
flooding all creatiorf with its own indweHing good- 
ness. But whv do I call her poor? It is I who 
am poor — all )he poorer for memories ! I will not 
call them painful memories, though I ache wkh 
them. Do you •understand me? Even in hell* 
something precious is bound up with such memories, 
though, on the other hand it cannot buVadd to gr^cf — 
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just as a certain sweetness In some viands brings out 
the fact that they are 's^ur. I specie of childhoocfs 
memories : those of later years, save those conntete^ 
with Lily, are all sorrow^ — all despair;<'I would gladly 
forget them, but it is part of my piftiishment that I 
cannot ' 

Thus 1 distinctly remember the religious instruc- 
tion which was to prepare me for confirmation. I 
was deeply moved, and hardly know howfsuch im- 
pressions should pass so quickly, so entirely, as 
though they had hot been. The clergyman in 
question was as godly as venerable*’; the animal 
nature was strong in me even then, but he knew how 
to keep it under. It needed but a look of his eye, 
and I felt a prisoner to the divine, listening anxiously 
to his teaching. He had a rare gift of touching the 
heart and drawing it out. He spoke to us on the 
words : * Be ye reconciled to God I’ How could I 
ever forget those words? Alas, I did forget* them, 
but now they \)i(?rce the soul ; they keep ringing in 
the brain : ‘ Be reconciled — be reconciled to God !* 
And when ’once their memory is upon me, nothing 
will dlive it out, till some other recollection, some 
other pain, takes their place. 

I remember all he said on that occasion, — I re- 
member it now from beginning to qnd, — but I ccAild 
not rcpeat'it, there being a grgat gulf between now and 
the time of those words. Nor can the recollection of 
them do me any good ; they ^re barrcfi of comfort, of 
instruction — barren entirely of peace. It is only my 
mind which takes them in now; thc»heart is closed. It 
is as though the words were hollow ; or perhaps I am 
hollqw and empty, and there is nothing left that can 
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^11 me. I do rAnember that he spoke to us of God's 
Qwn word, whereby salvation was oflered to men, but 
all that is outsfcje of me ofiy. I am like the rich 
♦nan thirstihg for a drop of water, but there is no 
one to give ii I make painful ejTorts to ^Irink in, 
as it were, any^ of the words I think of ; they are 
thcre«> I once knew them by heart, but I c*Unnot lay 
hold of them. They seem quite close at’ times, but 
when I would take them to myself, they are gone. 
Thi^ teJribly hopeless cfTort is jterhaps the worst of 
hell's torments. 

You may understand from l.his how it is possible 
with me to speak of things jx^rtaining to the king- 
dom of God — naming the Saviour, the Crucified 
One, speaking of repent|tnce and faith — without the 
faintest share in their blessing ; nay, mentioning tlicm 
with my lips * merely, despair filling the heart. 
Iwcrything is \ain and empty in hell : those words 
arc but soulless sounds to me ; I know them out- 
warefly, I can speak of them, but their meaning is 
nothing to me. I know that thefe fs a Saviour, and 
that He is the Son of God, but Him I know not ; it 
is empty knowledge; His vcr>^ name c*vcn is gone, 

I hatrf 2 myself, and say I have deserved it al^ ; but it 
is fruitles*s repentance — repentance without cleansing 
tears. And as for faith, of course I believe — ihtist 
believe ; but that too is empty — not faith which 
clings to that \thich it believes. Do rTbt the devils 
believe — they must — and tremble? ‘lie reconciled 
to God 1' What pc^wer these words had to move 
me ! I felt in that hour as though it must be man's 
one and only object on earth to seek reconciliation 
with God, and, having found it, ti go to Him through 
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the portal of death. I rememberdd the stars cind 
their loving message, ‘Be good I’ and I felt ready 
to turn my back upon* fhe world once for all. , My 
first communion was as an earnest that I had sef 
my fret upon th^ path to heaven, but I quickly 
turned aside ; at the very church door the world lay 
waiting \«ith its pleasant road to hell. 

‘Be reconciled to God !’ — the words keep sound- 
ing about me, not as an echo from heaven, but rather 
as a curse of hell.' ‘ Be reconciled — reconciled to 
God !’ ,Why must I hear it when there is no more 
reconciliation — when the door of mercy is closed. 

0 terrible retribution I 

If at times I know not what to do with myself, 

1 show myself in the Row, for of course that 
too is here — Hyde Park, Champs ElysCes, Prater, 
Unter den Linden, Corso, Prado, all in one. And 
upon my word I do not think there is much 
difference between these fashionable resorts iipon 
earth and their "semblance here — I mean so far as 
what the world pleases to call style is concerned ; 
we could scarcely outdo the world in that respect, 
but we have far more variety. For with you but 
one fashion can prevail at a time, whereas here 
all’iashions flourish, all the nonsense of centuries 
combined. Just think of that — all the inventions of 
la mode brought together, say of a thousand years ! 
Could there be a more absurd picture taking the 
fashion of dress for instance ? Whatever gloom or 
wretchedness be upon me, I assure you I laugh right 
out at the sight — folly convicted dut of its own 
mouth as it were. Just stop for a moment and 
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imagine the effecf — women covered ^to thd neck with 
flounces and furbelows on the one hand, or half naked 
on thp other j puffed out to deformity here, tight as 
ptimp-handles there. Bonnet^ like coal-scuttles here, 
bonnets like cli^e-plates there ! « But wh© could 
name all their nonsense of farthingales and stomach- 
ers, ruffles and laces, crinolines and jiigh-art-styles, 
fancy costumes and divided ^kirts ? not to mention 
chignons like very towers of Babel, and simpleton 
fringe^, and what not Imagine them, I say, the fools 
of ten years only brought togetljer, and try to thihk 
of the fools of ten centuries ! And then to believe 
any one fashion beautiful, any one of them dictated 
by the ‘good taste * to which they all pretend. In 
the world somehow theytpass for beautiful, perhaps 
because only one at a time jcan rule ; but since 
every fashion which has had its day straightway goes 
to hell, and since there is no past here but a con- 
tinuous present, they all flourish together, and a 
nice medley it is ! One feels ashamed of humanity 
at the absurd sight And what is*more, fashionable 
people here are thoroughly ashamed of themselves, 
though they try hard to appear very pro*ud of their 
clothes. ,It is a show of vanity, and we arc Horribly 
conscious of it — I say we, since I am sure I am no 
better than the rest We know what sorry fools we 
are, but nevertheless we are very anxious to dress 
ourselves, choosing the fashion we followed in the 
world. And ithe worst is, oilr clothes do not even 
clothe us, as 1' told you already ; we all see through 
each other’s attire, no matter how stylish it is. 
that painful sense of nakedness ^is common to all 
here ; still to be naked is oAc thing, and to go about 
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naked, pretending at the same time* to be fashionably 
dressed, is another ; and it is very hard to be laughfd 
at, knowing all the wRje how heartiiy one deser\'cs it. 

Would all the v(^taries of fashion, men aiW 
women^on earthy could view — were^ it for a moment 
only — its ‘true appearance as seen In hell, and they 
would ritiver c^esire to be fashionable again ! ^ 

It is ‘strange — no, not strange, but sadly true — 
that most people believe vanity and the love of 
dress no great sih, but, at worst, only one of. those 
arftiablq foibles to which one may plead guilty quite 
innocently. 

Love of dress in itself perhaps need not become 
a sin — I say perhaps ; but look at it as you please, 
there is that connected with it which cannot bui tend 
to the soul’s ruin. Its aims and the aims of the 
spirit lie widely apart ; it takes the place of better 
things, and vanity, clinging to you as a cloud, will 
hide the true objects of life. Men or women ruled 
by vanity fritter away their time, and w^hen they die 
not only good W(J\ks do not follow them, but oppor- 
tunities wasted stand round their bier. Who has the 
face now tb say that vanity, that love of dress, is 
harmldis ? 

I look upon my own life. How plainly I see it 
air now, — how gladly would I improve opportunities, 
could they but return ! • 

I am inclined to conclude this Itticr with a little 
story I once heard somewhere in Italv% feeling loth 
at the same time to do so, for there aiL things about 
which one should not speak jestingly, least of all in 
hell. 

However, the tiling is* not without its lesson, which 
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may be useful lo you. Nor is it fear* that would 
prevent me, but rather an instinctive dread, a kind 
of Repugnance, \p appear niaking light of a soL'inn 
Verity. It *is a sort of burlesque myth, but contain- 
ing that whicli |hould not be laugljcd at. liere it is: 

God from all eternity had purposed in 'His counsel 
to rr^ke man. And the devil frorg the beginning 
knew the mind of God. God carried out liis eternal 
purpose. He made man, and it was easy for Him 
to ujaki him good: He simply created him in His 
own image. But the devil made desperate •efforfti to 
discover how he might mar this image of God. 

‘ I have got it !' said Lucifer to his grandmother, 
who sat knitting in a dark corner of hell. She was 
always knitting toils antj looping snares to catch the 
unwary, though, being a person of jiruperty, she had 
no need to work so hard. 

have got; it 1’ rc})cated Lucifer. ‘I will put 
evil desire into man’s heart, so that he shall love the 
forbicldcn, and delight in disobedience. I will make 
a wrongdoer of him.’ 

‘All right, my boy — all right,* said the granddamc; 
‘ but that won’t do it. Evil desire Aiay be con- 
quered, and the Lord God is the One to dolt’ 

‘The deuce!’ cried Lucifer. ‘You may be right 
tjiougli ; ril think of something else.' And dowai he 
went to the net+iermost hell, where he had his private 
study. And there he spent a thou-sabd years in 
deepest mediation, .staring into the future with burn- 
ing e}'cs. 

‘I have got it!* he cried again, rushing up'in^a 
whirlwind. ‘ I shall fill the heart of man with self- 
love and sclf-wilL I shalrf infatuate him so entirely 
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that he will^cr think of himself first I shall make 
a vainglorious wretch of him, more or less, as thf 
case may be.* 

‘All right, my boy^ all ’ But here sh^ 

dropped ga stitch. /Catch up a firebrand — that’ll do, 

I see ! Ycfe, my boy, all right ; but that won’t do it 

Self-love 'and ^If-will may be rooted out, ar.d the 

Lord God'is the One to do it* 

» 

‘ Confound it,’ roared Lucifer, ‘that these silly crea- 
tures should be so 'hard to ruin. They are ^ scarcely 
worth the trouble. But I shall get them, — pazUnza^ 
I mean to get them f’ And away he went to con- 
sider the matter once more in his study. 

A thousand years again had passed — he knew it 
not ; and returning from fys cogitation, the grand- 
dame still sat knitting on the spot where he had 
left her. She was so old that a thousand years 
did not add so much as a wrinWe to her ugly 
skin. She seemed more intent than ever upon her 
work. 

‘Now I have git it I’ cried Satan exultingly. ‘I 
myself will take up my abode in man’s heart and 
will utterly pervert him. He shall take falsehood 
for truth, vice for virtue, shame for honour.- I’ll 
make a fool of him — a fool of perversity.’ 

* ^My boy,* said the grandmother, gloating over 
her meshes, ‘ that won’t do it, my boy. What has 
been perverfed can be converted, and the Lord God 
is the One to do it’ a 

‘ I shall give it up,’ growled the d^il despond- 
ingly ; ‘ it quite spoils my digestion ; however, I will 
make one more effort’ 

Another thousand! yCcirs rolled on without record 
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or almanac, and no one could tell what hlid become 
ol^them. 

Oyce more Lfififer returned' to his aged relative ; 
hi really did look worn and iij need of a tonic. The 
devil's grandmo\l^er, strange to say, Ijad done lyiitting, 
nets and snares in untold quantity being ‘ready for 
ages tcf*come. She sat twiddling hej thuihbs and 
longing for her hopeful progeny — lovable or hateful, 
he was bcr only one. 

‘Syre,^’ve got it now!' exclaimeb Lucifer, entering 
her presence. ‘Vanity shall be man's second, nature, 
— vanity and love of dress. I will make an ape of 
him, and as an ape he shall delight in himself, and 
become a laughing-stock to his neighbour.' 

‘That's it,' cried the granddame, delighted, her 
ugly cat’s eyes turning greener and greener. ‘ Your 
former plans were all very useful in their way, but 
they lacked one ^ing — they were not nearly simple- 
seeming enough really to beguile him. For, however 
evil of* desire, however self-willed and perverse man 
might become, he would always Hhv? a feeling left 
that something was wrong ; there is such a thing as 
conscience, remember, putting most mcAi on their 
guard • as regards great wickedness. Nor iS there 
any saying what the Lord God in His infinite love 
for human souls may not devise towards keeping 
them straight 

‘ Vanity, howefver, is quite another thiri^, and love 
of dress, how j^armless I A lAost precious invention 
of yours, my *boy. Vanity, I declare, will become 
great upon earth ; it looks so innocent, no one will 
suspect it Poor' things, why should they not amuse* 
them^lves with their looking -^jlasses and their 
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faddles ? ^What more excusable than to spend the 
time in adorning oneself — in trying to look pre^^ 
and appear amiable *i(i society? ^Ves, men w^ll all 
yield to vanity, for they will not suspect it Vanity 
shall the door^ through .\vhich allpther wickedness, 
evil desire, self-love and perversity, will find a ready 
entrance?; vanity, I say, seemingly harmless, v^ll take 
them to hell. True, the Lord God still is able to do 
what He pleases ; we must not forget that But I 
am not an old wdman for nothing, and have known 
a few things in my time. I cannot see for the life 
of me how God should care to stop any fool who, 
with the happiest conscience imaginable, and delight- 
ing in his well-dressed appearance, goes trotting. com- 
placently to hell.' 4 , 

The old she-fiend had become quite excited ; she 
shook herself, and her skin, wrinkled and loose with 
age, hung about her as the skin of ^ snake. 

‘ I am proud of you, my boy and I will help you,’ 
she continued. ‘ It’s about the time that 1 should 
cast my skin, ancf it is just the thing you want. I 
will make it appear very lovely, as, after all, is but 
natural, sinte it is part of my very own nature ; it 
shall be varied and many-coloured, and every fool 
shall delight in iL - It will remain with you to make 
them accept it, but that will be easy, with their apish 
predilection for anything new and -startling — you’ll 
see the consequences, diavolino. They’ll worship a 
new goddess. Fashion by name ; thc)'’ll believe her 
the most harmless of idols, and they’ll never suspect 
— -ha ! ha ! — that it is nothing more or less than my 
cast-off skin ! Fashion will be the prop of vanity, 
and men will fritter awaj^’ their life in hollow pursuit. 
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The ape in man will have the upppr hand, and the 
rif)vclty of fashipn will be cmdless. But now give 
rye a hand, .and 4 will fortmvith cast my skin. I 
am quite stiff Jor want of extreise.’ 

Lucifer was ♦ delighted. " Pcr%bacchol cried, 
' it’s a^ bright idea !’ 

An9, catching up the old grandmother, he danced 
about with her wildly, to tjie wonderment of helL 
And tho| devil’s granddame was beside herself with 
laughter, bursting almost with merriment. 

‘ They’ll worship my skin, ^iavolifiol sIk; criW : 
‘they’ll wor^tio my skin 
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It may surprise you to hear me speak of books in 
hell, but you will soon perceive the fitness of things, 
it being neither more nor less than this ; whatever is 
bad must come to hell, so of printed matter whatever 
is morally evil or arrogantly stupid tends hitherwards, 
the books arriving first, the authors following, and 
their publishers along with them. You will under- 
stand then .that we are well off for literature, of a 
certain description, that is to say. 

Polite literature for instance has provided us with 
countless novels, very popular, if trashy and some- 
times immodest There is no civilised nation or 
countryHhat has not produced its share, Yi^ying in 
quantity or quality. They seem represented by two 
species chiefly — one can hardly call them schools-r- 
the purely sensational and the sei^satlonally impure ; 
the former being content to hint vJhere the latter 
touch boldly, the former often supremdly worthless, 
where the latter are wickedly ingenious. Many 
’ authors, and especially some authoresses, appear to 
find their life’s duty in pandering to depraved taste, 
or worse, in fosteriilg it \ I might mention names, 
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but I refrain. Only let me assure^ these* experts of 
the pen, ladies and gentlemen, that they are well 
known here.^ 1^9 doubt it wift create quite a flutter 
in their boson^s, adding not n little to their sepse of 
fame, to learn #that their talent tis so expensively 
appreciated, and that their books are fashfonable, not 
only iti polite society on earth, but even in hell 1 
There is this drawback, to *be sure, to damp their 
spirits, ^at for the present they must be satisfied 
withe mere honour — pay being withheld till they 
themselves join their circle of ^readers hera Then 
their reward ^shall be given them in this matter also. 

This branch of the so-called belles-lettres ^ trashy 
novels, is greatly in vogue upon earth ; it is not the 
gooc> books which chiefly enrich the publishers, or 
authors either. ^ There are peqple whose intellectual 
food consists in nothing but the former ; but the 
soul lives not thcit could testify to fnental or spiritual 
growth by their aid. If the use of such books is 
null on earth, what must it be here, where not even 
the miserable object remains of whiling away the 
time ? 

But to proceed : there is no lack fiere even of 
theologi^g^Jl writings — especially of modeiVi com- 
mentaries, but also of the dogmatic and homiletical 
lynd. To speak plainly, how many a book of fine 
sermons or of religious comfort arrives here, preceding 
the hireling shepherds ! With casuistry too we are 
thoroughly pjkovided. The \liddle Ages are repre- 
sented chiefl^ by a vast amount of priestly falsehood, 
systematised into all sorts of fanatical quibbles *31^1 
sacerdotal inventions conc^ing the deep questions 
of religion. The more mldem school may be said 
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to have reached climax in the days of Voltaire and 
the encyclopedists, takjng a fresh start with Kant 
and his followers. You observe I rpeak broadly, ii^ 
a European sense, refraning from particularising or 
quoting nearer ho^e. You may judge for yourself, 
and be surt that no literary means are wanting here 
to advance the .interests of atheism. For, mind you, 
even in hell those who ‘believe and tremble* may 
be brought to a worse state. For the rest since I 
never troubled myself about theology, either as a 
science cv otherwise^ I am not likely to study it 
here. 

Besides this so-called true theology, there ore 
found with us the writings of those puffed-up, half- 
crazy fanatics, — the false p/ophets of every degree, 
who make a sort of trade of religion. Their literary’ 
effusions are generally laughed at, even here ; but in 
most cases the author himself arrives before long, 
and laughter for him turns to weeping. These 
curious divines have a special corner assigned to 
them in this placft, differing greatly from the para- 
dise they believed themselves heirs of in virtue of 
their singular calling. 

Philftsophy too is well represented. Philosophers 
on the whole arc a harmless tribe. Some of them 
md^ be groping for wisdom which includes goodness 
and piety, and others are merely the v^ictims of some 
peculiar mafiia which hurts no one. Wc get the 
writings of those only whom conceit, of intellect 
drives to the front I might quote .>ome curious 
instances, showing how, within a professor’s den, 
sbme ten feet square, the universe may be grasped, 
the mystery of life* solve!, eternity gauged ; in fact, 
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how the ocean of the infinite may be got into the 
wutshell of a finjte brain. 

!«’ passigg merely I mention the literature of the 
faw. If I iggored it altogJther it might be, taken 
for disrespect, Und I am sure I twould rather not 
offend the gentlemen of the robe. Let rne^state the 
plain fact : I reverence justice, but I feej doubtful 
about lawyers. Did not sQme sharp-witted urchin 
make tl^ discovery that the devil was a ‘ lawyer * 
fromo the beginning ? I would rather wash my 
hands of them, not understeyiding them* in the 
least. 

Last, but not least, I turn to the literary geniuses 
of the reviewing department, at the risk even of 
most? dreadfully offendiig them. No reviewer, I 
presume, would^ flatter himself with the conceit 
that his dissertations could have any but the most 
ephemeral value*; I feel loth to disabuse their laud- 
able jnodesty, but I am bound to let them know 

that some do live — live in hell ! I have made the 

• ♦ 

startling discovery that of reviews not a few appear 
to be written in ignorance, or inspired by envy and 
even downright malice. Reviewers form a species 
apart, not, nurtured in babyhood, it would seem, with 
the milk of human kindness. I was assured o|y:c 
tl^t in order to review a book properly, one had 
need to be something of a misanthrope— something 
of a cynic at any rate, since barking and biting 
seems to be ^hc great delight Be this as it may, I 
have always ^naintained that reviewers, as a natural 
curiosity, may be divided into two classes — thos^ 
who are capable of passing judgment, and those who 
are not The former, strange to say, cautiously, and 
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indeed rarely, advance their criticism, and nothing of 
theirs is ever seen her^^ 

The latter may be subdivided Into professional^ 
and amateurs. The ffi*st of these .who trade, as 
It were,^in the reviewing line, will^ have to plead 
guilty in most cases that they started originally 
with an aspiration of book-writing, but did n6t suc- 
ceed. They have never got over their disappoint- 
ment. 

t 

The second subdivision consists chiefly — v^ould 
you belteve it ?— of a set of precocious youths, as 
clever as they are conceited, requiring an outlet for 
their exuberance. I have known them of the ajie 
of twenty, and even less, feeling grown-up all of a 
sudden by means of their first review: if their criti- 
cism was somewhat green, there wais audacity to 
cover it They don’t mean any special harm, but 
they do feel themselves seated on' a throne, duly 
hidden of course, and snubbing authors — their grand- 
fathers in age a,nd experience. 

By dint of numerous reviews, then, we arc kept 
au coHra?it the events of the book -market 

Whenever a specially mordant piece of criticism 
arrives ficre we know that it has been called forth by 
a j^ublication which is probably good and certainly 
harmless. It is the caricature only which reach'^s 
us ; but it is so, alas, with most things ! 

As for newspapers? — it stands to reason that 
much of the daily food provided in tnese quarters 
cannot fare any better, since ambition^ of gain, pri- 
vate or public, unblushingly presides at the board. 
How many a joum^ ha« but the one object in view 
' — the making of moneys How many others have 
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actually sold themselves to further the paltry interests 
o^this or that p^rty, not caring in the least, in their 
hardened consciences, how far astray they lead the 
public mind ? 

And what sMall I say of the appalling •amount 
of despatches, notes, and official memoranda inter- 
changed between the various Cabinets for ,no other 
reason, it would seem, but •that of misleading? — 
specimeq^ of ambiguous phraseology, ever appealing 
to trmth and justice, but heeding neither truth nor 
justice wherever a chance of gain or even the inter- 
ests of vulgar, passion come to the front This sort of 
political documents are rarely got hold of by news- 
papers even ; on earth they are of the things that 
walk-in secret, but they fail not to furnish us down 
here with many, a curious oq^lanation of historic 
events. I have come to suspect that nothing is 
more outrageously false, and cruel, and opposed to 
every ^will of God, than what goes by the name of 
higher politics. 

You sec from this sketch that we arc not at a 
loss for reading, but you will also perceive that the 
vile productions reaching us can nowise tend to 
edify or oven really instruct us. If they enable us 
to follow events in the world, it is by a kind.pf 
inserted effect, suggesting in fact the very opposite 
of what they assert. There is here no ^pleasure in 
reading ; on the contrary, th(^ more one pcru.ses, the 
more one sickt^ns ; but nauseated though we feel, we 
arc unable to^get out of the intellectual slough, the 
mire of a lying literature. 

I never imagined while liring on earth that I had 
need, to render thanks fori anything ; that health, 
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riches, happy days, were gifts to be grateful for, but 
rather accepted them ^as the natural appurtenances 
of my existence ; anc! if I thought about them ^t 
all, it was only to wish for more, fc^r I was ne^er 
satisfied® with life^ I fourfd it, nor ,vith the world I 
lived \n.^ *Now I view things dififerently ; I see now 
that the gifts of life are blessings unspeakable, and 
all the greater for being entirely undeserved. On 
looking back — and I am ever looking brek now, 
there being nothing before me save one thing,<^awful 
and hcfrrible, the jydgment to come — on looking 
back, I say, I am bound to confess that the blessings 
of a single day of life on earth are innumerable as 
the stars. How rich is life I There may be misery 
and trouble on earth — and- 1 believed I had nrry full 
share of both — but i^ has all dwi^idlcd to nothing 
since I have come to know the wretchedness of hell. 
Let me assure you out of my own dire experience 
that the most sufTering creature on earth has ^much 
to be thankfi^l for. Man’s life, whatever it be, 
should bring him to his knees daily. And if you 
have nothing left of earth’s blessings but air and 
light, and a piece of bread to satisfy your hunger, 
you have need to give thanks. I see it now, but 
f(jr^ me it is too late. In hell there is nothing — 
absolutely nothing to be thankful for ; you, however, 
whose sun ^has not yet set, may still learn to yield 
your hearts in gratitude. Ah, hear me, I beseech 
you ; there is no help for me, but help may come 
to you ! 

^ I have told you, my friend, how continuously I 
am the prey of memorie’', but how much so — to what 
extent I mean — you fettle gue.s.s. That deeds of 
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iniquity and particular sins should assail me, tor- 
nfenting the sou^ as with firefjs natural. But this is 
r^t £fll. There ate other things, counted for little in 
th'v world, whk:h cling to coi^science with a terrible 
vividness. Ever^ little fafsehood atid unjustMealing, 
every ^word of deceit and breach of fealty, ewery evil 
exampfe and want of kindness, — they are all, all 
present now, piercing the Jj^art as with daggers of 
regret. • thought so little of these things in life, 
that < scarcely stopped to consider them ; tljey 
seemed buried on the spot, every year adding its 
own share to#the mouldering heap. They have risen 
now and stand about me, I see them and I tremble. 

I was just thinking of an example, out of 
hundteds which press rbund me. I take one at 
random. I havt; felt haunted* lately by the sorrow- 
ful eyes of a poor little street boy. Wherever I 
turn I sec him, br rather not so much him as his 
tcarfijj troubled gaze, rising in judgment against me. 
It has all come back to my minc^ h^w one evening 
I sauntered about in the park, a poor little beggar 
running alongside, pressing me to buy ^ halfpenny 
worth of matches. I did not want them, apd told 
him so, but he persisted in crying, ‘ Only a ha'penny, 
sir — only a ha'penny.^ He annoyed me, and, takieg 
hiinfi by the arm^ I rudely pushed him away. I did 
not mean to hyrt* him, although, to teU the truth, 
there was not a particle of kindness in me at the 
time. Nor la^ the wrong in not buying his matches ; 
I was quite at liberty to refuse, had I denied ^jim 
kindly. But ly annoyed me and I was angry^ 
The child, flung aside roujihly, fell in the road ; I 
heard^a cry; perhaps he had|hurt hinvself — perhaps it 
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was only grief for his matches lying about in the 
mud. I turned 'and ^ j[net a look fpm his eyes, fail 
of trouble and silent accusation, ft would hav^ be^ 
so easy for me to ma\ce good my rtioughtlessn^ss, 
so little* would hat^e comforted the child, but I walked 
away heedless of his grief. ^ 

Now few people would call that downright 'wicked- 
ness — few people in th^ world I mean ; but here, 
unfortunately, we, are forced to judge dt-ffcrently. 
Y^ars and years have passed since, for I was a young 
man af the time, but the memory of that child has 
returned upon me, his look of sorrowful reproof 
adding to the pangs of hell. It is but an example, 
as I said, and there arc many — many I 

But not mere deeds — ^every word of evir care- 
lessly spoken in the rfays of earthly life comes back 
to me with similar force. As poisoned arrows such 
words once quitted my lips : as poisoned arrows they 
come back to me, piercing the heart Oh egnsider 
it while living, voice is yours, and speak not lightly! 
There is no saying what harvest of sin may spring 
from a single word. And if pity for others will not 
restraip you, be advised by pity for your own selves, 
since requital will come to yourselves only, in the end. 

, , And not merely deeds and words, but every 
harmful thought recurs to me, to gnaw away at my 
heart. There is a saying with ceri^in philosophers 
in the world that nothing ever is lost If this be 
true in the material world, how much^ more so is it 
in spiritual things — ah, terribfe truth ! 

# And further, apart from the eyil done, it is the 
good left undone, the ^opportunities wasted, which 
stand around pie^ withf pitiless scourge, and their 




name is legion ! Thus everything, yiu see, both 
ik^hat I have done and lef| undone, comes to life 
her^'in this plW:e of woe, — ^akes shape, I ought to 
*iy— rising ip accusation against me. I try to escape, 
but they are about me -everywlive, those «hapes of 
terror, enough to people a world with despair ; they 
perseoute me, they torture me, and I ^ am their 
helpless prey. Memories qf the good left undone — 
alas, th|y are far more hitter than those of the evil 
donj! For temptation to do wrong often was great, 
and in my own strength I failed to conquet ; but to 
do good for the most part would have cost little, if 
any, effort. I see it now with the new insight into 
life which hell gives. The man lives not who is cx- 
cusiid from leaving good undone ; however poor and 
humbly situated he may be, opportunity is ever at his 
door. It is for him only to open his heart and take 
in the opportuiiity ; for his own heart is a well of 
power and of blessing to boot. He who is the 
fountain of love and purity, from whom every good 
and perfect gift cometh, has woiKlroVisly arranged it, 
that in this respect there is but little difference 
between the rich and the poor, the g(?ntlc and the 
simple. ,^Let me conjure you then, brotlTcrs and 
sisters, listen to the. voice of your heart while yet it 
^ day ! Listen, I say, and obey, lest the bitterness 
of repentance bveytake you with the ni^ht, when no 
man can worlc I Ah, let no opportunity for the 
doing of godd escape you, foV it will rise against you 
when nothirtg is left but to wail in anguish, 

I do not address these words to those wholiavc 
grown pitiless *a3 flint — n^ne but God could touch 
them ; but there are wel|-disp^sed hearts, which a 
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ray of light* may help to expand. I was not hard- 
hearted while I lived in^the world ; on the contrarji^ 
I could for the most pirt easily be fhoved to cHarity^ 
if some one took the ttouble to remir^d me. Wf/i: 
ruined me was th^ boundless love o£ self which pre- 
vented my^seeing the wants of others ; or if I did 
see them, I did not stop to consider them. I receive 
now the reward of my d^eds. Would that this fear-* 
ful experience of mine could work a change^^in you ; 
that might somevvTiat assuage my deepest syffer- 
ingS 1 But even in that much of mercy I cannot 
believe ; the soul in torment can doubt only — doubt 
eternally. 

I cannot but give you another example. I 
remember a poor family lining in a miserable cot- 
tage not far from the lordly dwelling I inhabited. 
As often as I passed that way I looked through the 
lowly window, for a bald head moving to and fro in 
measured intervals attracted my notice. It was long, 
however, before I saw the face. The father of a 
numerous famil)^ wSuld sit there in ill-health, gaining 
a humble livelihood. It appeared to be not necessity 
alone, but dtlight in his work also, which kept him 
up. He*was a wood-carver of no mean capacity, and 
worked for a wholesale house of. children’s playthings 
in *ftie city. Strange to say, he was particularly 
clever in producing all sorts of ra\^enous beasts — he, 
who looked a personification of meekest mildness. 
Lions, wolves, and tigers graced his window-sill, he 
bearing trouble as a patient lamb. I said he was 
sickly, and the family was large. The wife took in 
washing ; and they helpe^ one another, each trying 
to ease the other’s Ic ad. 


1 
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But misfortune overtook themj the* wholesale 
business failed ; the poor m:fn lost his livelihood. 
T];ie bid heajd nijonger appealed by the window- 
TftlP cottage lopked a grave. * What had becoipe of 
him ? I once aslted myseH* the queition and Stopped 
there, for you know self scarcely left mfe ^ime to 
trouble *myself with other people's affairs. , 

Still, opportunity thrust itself in my way. I saw 
him agaiia — not merely his *bald head, but himself. 
The j|oor man, bowed down with ill-health, and 
unused to hard labour, stood working in a brickfield 
with trembling knees. 

I could not but pity him. I knew he was work- 
ing himself to death, trying to gain food for his little 
ones.* Indeed, he was in^is imminent danger of life 
as if all the lions, \Volves, and, tigers whose images 
he had carved had gathered round to destroy him. 

I witnessed a touching scene one day. Passing 
about ^noon I saw the wife there, who had come with 
her husband's dinner — a dinner I would not have 
looked at. I saw how tenderly she wiped the weary 
forehead, how the children — for they all had come — 
clung to the father, the youngest climbing his knees, 
and how grateful he was for their affection, which 
roused him to new endeavours to gain a misera^e 
pittance. 

The sight really ^oved me; and I wjilked away, 
thinking I ought to do something for the struggling 
family. It was easy for me to find some post for 
the man whicH, while requiring no hard work at his 
hands, would keep them all in comfort I certainly, 
would see tjp it, but was c^led away on business ; 
other, things occupied my |nind,| anjd I forgot all 



io6 LETTERS FllOM H^LL. 

■ 

about it * I did, remember it again after a while, but 
then it was too late, ^The man had succumbed — 4hc 
family was ruined. 

^ut there are worsi furies than tljese persecuting 
souls ki tormeniL I cannot telHwhether it is by 
imagin^tton only, assisting what, for want of a better 
word, I pnust call the jugglery of hell, or whe^lier this 
place of damnation has jts own actual second sight, but 
it is a fact that sometinfes I can see the entire growth 
of evil, spreading over years perhaps, and involving 
s6ul after soul, originating in some careless word of 
mine which proved to be the seed. I turn away; but 
I am driven to look again and again at the terrible 
consequences, and words cannot express what I feel. 

It is appalling to thinkof the endless chaimof sin 
and misery to which) a single act, ay, a word even, 
may give rise. A chain, I say, for it is a frightful 
truth that the evil effect does not always spring from 
the seed as a single stupendous birth, to live and die 
for itself ; but there is a demon power inherent in it 
of begetting and conceiving, wrong bringing forth 
wrong in endless succession. It is by its conse- 
quences, i& capability of engulfing others, that the 
worst ’potency of sin becomes apparent. - 

It is of direct evil example, too, I would speak ; 
how fearful is its power — how far-reaching its in/lu- 
ence ! Whatever wickedness a mah may commit in 
the world, what is it as compared with the wrong he 
may be guilty of by his example ? Vhen sin is as 
a mountain torrent, bursting -its banks and carrying 
the unwary headlong to destruction. You may be 
dead yourself, yet your sin may live, yielding a ter- 
rible harvest 
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It was in this respect that the demon ruling my 
life did its worst ; I went my sinful course, flinging 
er^il s\%d about mb, and stopped not to consider how 
rniny I mightibring to ruin. ^ 

Do you understand ? perhaps r/bt fully. • Let me 
return, to memories. 

I happened once to spend an evening vyth some 
dozen youths gathered for^^cial intercourse. I was 
much ofeer, and it was quite accident that I 
founck myself among them ; but, enjoying the reputa^ 
tion of a boon companion, they entreated me to re- 
main. It flattered me and I stayed. They evidently 
looked to me for information, which made me all the 
more willing to show o(T my superior experience. 
Bcin^ a witty talker, I •added not a little to the 
evening’s enjoyrgent. We made little speeches, sang, 
and drank to each other. Now I knew that these 
young people would take as gospel truth almost 
anything 1 might tell them, believing any worldly 
wisdom I might point to as thj rpad to success. 
The concluding word was given to me. 1 rose, 
ready to give them the benefit of my knowledge. 
‘Dare to be happy!’ was the motto 1 chose. I 
reminded* them of the position I enjoyed in the 
W'orld, averring that my life was brimful of satis- 
faction ; that I^had always had whatever man could 
wish for, and tl^t •! had had it bccause^I had dared. 
It was true i|i all things that faint heart never won 
fair lady ; there was a treasure of wisdom in these 
words beyonft the treasures of Solomon. They were 
just entering ugon life. I could give them no better 
advice to go by — no bette# aim to follow — than was 
cxpijessed by these words : ^Darcjit — dare be happy I* 
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They thanked mcfwith cheers of enthusiasra 
They were flushefl witli wine, but another spirit thJn 
that of wine lay hid^^n in my ^ords; its^^ub^ 
influence was even then upon thpra, intoxicatwg 
their sotils. With some of them itsTumes, no doubt, 
passed aiwAy with the fumes of the liquor ; bi^t with 
others — three or four of them — the false maxim had 
caught ; they went out ‘into opening life armed with 
a rule which consisted of falsehood mostlj^, and a 
particle of truth. It took them to the broach way, 
and not* only them, but others through them. That 
lying principle, which sounded so grand and true, 
spread in widening circles, ruining soul after soul ; 
it is still spreading, alas ! and I see no end to the 
pernicious influence. '' 

There is another recollection burning as molten 
lead upon my soul. I had been visiting friends in 
the country, and was on the point of 'leaving to return 
to town. The carriage was at the door, and I down- 
stairs already, when I remembered having forgotten 
something in my room. I bounced up the stairs 
and came upon a little housemaid tidying the apart- 
ment . She was young and beautiful as Hebe ; 
barely eighteen she looked. What shr/il I say ? 
Temptation was strong ; I took her into my arms 
and kissed her. She tore herself away, the fluslirs 
of shame ir. her face, crying : ‘T am a poor girl, 
sir, but I am honest!’^ ‘Poor, my child?’ I said. 
‘With a face and figure like yours one is never poor; 
you might buy the heart of a* millionlire ! Beauty 
is a wealth of capital if well laid ou^* 

They were the worefe of the momeijt — one of 
those silly speeche^ whidi fast men abound in. 



LETTERS f'R’OM HELL. 109 

^ J — 

The girl was silent, blushing still but P continued: 

, ' And now, my fair one, yojl shal] give me another 
kiss, jdf your ovt® free will, to reward me for the 
ui-^ful lesson I have taught yc^i. I dare say we shall 
never meet agaiil.’ 

She still resisted. But I was young ar^d hand- 
some, ajid thoroughly versed in the arts of persuasion. 
i presently held her in my yrns again, and she did 
kiss me. I The girl was quite in my power. I knew 
it, bu^ opportunity was not mine ; *I heard the horses 
pawing, and there was the train tO be caught Sd I 
loosened my hold, and as thougTi beauty were indeed 
the capital I*had spoken of, bringing riches to the 
owner, I put a sovereign into her hand. 

I tsaw no particular 4arm in what I had done. 
Thousands in my place, no doubt, would have said 
and done as I dicl. But in truth 1 was guilty of an 
awful thing ! I Jiad poisoned the very life-blood of 
the girl. Her innocence was gone ; corruption had 
taken* root in her soul. My spirit somehow has a 
knowledge of her future career,* She had been 
engaged to an honest working man ; but her 
beauty, if she married him, would nc/t bear the 
interest sjie now coveted, .‘^o she broke wifh him. 
He had loved her, and hardly, if ever, got over the 
blow. She w^nt her way putting out her capiTal, 
laying traps to the fight and to the left ;^but cleverly 
as she laid them, She after all was caught herself, falling 
a victim whei^ she had hopdl to conquer, and was 
flung aside a^in. She was ruined, but the horrible 
lesson I h^d left with her was nowise rendered hahn- 
less ; on the coiltrary, she iyiproved it all the more. 
As \ courtesan she continu^ hcf career, and soon 
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there was hone more k;iowing, none more dangerous, 
than she. One fool a^er another went the way 4o 
her house to his soul’s* ruin, and h^f capital l^d ojjt 
bore interest vastly, ieing the fruit of that ^t 
sovereign.! I had < given her! But rich she grew 
not ; th^ money went as it came, squandered reck- 
lessly. And before she dreamt of it, the ^capital 
itself was gone ; she struggled awhile, sinking deepef 
and deeper, and died In utter misery. Xnt even 
that is not all. The lesson I had taught her g^roved 
noc only a poison to herself, but with it she poisoned 
others, teaching scores of girls the pernicious lie : 
Beauty is a capital ; lay it out I lay it out I 

Thus it went with her with whom in life I had 
but a moment’s intercourse, whose name e\^n I 
never knew ! What shall I say then of many 
others ; what of Annie, against whom I sinned far 
more grievously ? Strange that the spirit knowledge, 
which tells me so much, is entirely at fault whenever 
I think of her. But it is a blessing I What if she 
too were to rise before me crying : Thou didst it 1 
thou didst it ! 

The force of example — I repeat it — is terrible, 
terrible I and the respdnsibility of all, therefore, is 
great with whom influence rests in a special way, as 
it does with those, for instance, to whom the young 
are taught to look. That is why there are so 
many here who had charge of children — parents, 
guardians, teachers, nurses innumerable. They go 
to hell first, of course they do ; but they are followed 
by many of those whom they should have taught 
the way of life. And not only are ^hey followed by 
them, but by their children after them,^ generation 
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rising against generation in | awful* accusation. I 
anyone of the worst of those vho-dere not lift their 
hcgd, sV I n\ay Well speak iA warning! I know 
wh*ai awaits i I am thinking of Martin. J^oor 
boy, it was I who^brought him up, feeding hiAi upon 
evil exjimple. I have made him what he' iii. But 
what hafs become of him, and what will bc€ome of 
hi\ children ? I had no faQiMy.in life — alas, I may 
have one tin hell, larger than 1 care to sec — the 
children of my iniquity t But there is hope for 
Martin ; he is yet in life. May tiie Lord haver mercy 
on him — on hjm and his I 

How I loved him in spite of his waywardness! 
Perhaps it was self-love after all ; perhaps I loved 
him ohly inasmuch as he •seemed to reflect myself. 
Yet there was po^ver* in that lo^e, in spite of suj^er- 
vening jealousy. He grew more handsome, more 
taking than even 1 had been, ousting me by degrees 
out of yiy every pride; but jealous though I felt, I yet 
loved him. And the time came whjn ^je was master. 

I remember well how one day I was humbled by 
the sudden consciousness of it. I had been specially 
careful of his bodily development, seeing to it njysclf; 
his mentah.training I left to others. I taught him 
gymnastics and all sorts of manly exercises, in whi^ 

I excelled — fencing, wrestling, and the like. He 
was tall and powerfwl, and exquisitely pw^portioned. 
Barely twenty^ he resembled some athlete of anti- 
quity. We practised daily, and I found that he 
gained as steattily as I lost ; there was a time at 
last when • with ^difficulty I could hold my own. ^ 
And then ^ came — I could never speak of it 
calmly — tliat he floored mo^ stai^diqg over me, a 
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very Hercules o/ strength. From that day I knew 
that he had the ascendncy over me. It was natural, 
for I had passed the ienith — he wis approacjliing it ; 
but jt was mortifying and I coujd^ not forgivj^it. 
And y6t, with sttange inconsistency, I was proud of 
him, lo^iing him all the more fondly. 

My grudge against him, however, took ^a more 
real turn when I fo.und that he outdid me in tlfe 
favour of woman .as well. That was more ‘lhan even 
my fondest love could stand. 

Will he join me ^cre ? The beating of my heart 
seems to say yes ; for he belongs to me, and I am 
here. Then I shall find an answer to that burning 
question which filled my soul as I quitted life, and 
which burns with a fire of its own here amid ‘many 
fires. Rut ought I Xf> wish for hn answer ? I have 
a frightful foreboding at times that the answer my 
soul is craving will overwhelm me vnth horror. But, 
nevertheless, and though it should be all horrors 
combined in one, I am hungering and thirsting for 
it, nor can I rest till I find it What is it he had to 
tell me ? 
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How frightful is the deep stillness reigning in hell 
among these ‘myriads of souls ! I thought at first 1 
should get used to it ; but there is no getting used 
to it» It is stifling and oppressive. What a contra.st 
with the multifarious hubbub of earth ! Life may 
be ever so excitW here, ever so restless, it is dead to 
the ear. I do pot mean to say that words passing 
to and fro are devoid of sound, but it is unearthly, 
unclothed of its body, falling dead on the spot ; I 
suspect that, like most things hete, ft is imaginary, 
unreal. Probably the meaning of anything that is 
said passes to the hearer without the 'medium of 
sound ; he seems to hear with outward ears, But that 
IS illusion. 

Hell is filled with unruly souls. It is the hufly- 
bfirly of existente they need, but with all their effort 
they can never treate sound. If never before they 
longed for a' dull repose they do so now,* yet are 
keenly alive #to its ytter hopelessness. They will 
hunt for ^tumult to all eternity, never hearing 'the 
sound they^cravt : they alsq have their reward. 

^ Ugh! increases, so does the uneasy expectation 
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of my heart I tremble for the hour when the 'glory 
from the other sjde ^v(]ll flash across the gulf arjjl 
strike my blinded ey^. I shall^ have to ^ it ! 
And Paradise, as seenf from hell, must be a sight 
most 'dread — mqst terrible — pierJing the heart 
Yet I long for it — I groan for it — though the 
glimpse of bliss be fraught with exquisite to^ftient ; 
I hunger for it — * Let me have it,^ I cry, ‘though i^ 
should kill my soul/ 

Was not there** something in the vanished time 
that wa^ called the Lord’s Prayer, beginning, ‘ Our 
Father,* a well of blessing to those who opened their 
hearts to it? Surely I seem to remember, but 
vainly I try to call back the words ; they seem 
hovering about me as thoiigh I need but say, tOur 
Father,’ and all the rest must follow I tr>' and say 
so, but never get beyond ; I have sometimes repeated 
these two words ten, twenty times, but it is quite 
hopeless — they are empty and meaningless ; I have 
lost the prayer — it is all nothing to me. I just 
remember thatHhcfre is a Father ; but He is not my 
Father, and I am not His child. Yet I cannot 
refrain from racking my spirit for the once blessed 
words ; surely they arj somewhere — somewhere I 
My soul is thirsting, and there is not a drop of water 
to cool my tongue. 

I return to the horror of existence. It is a mercy 
that after all one can choose one’s society here ; I 
should die if I were obliged to know dl the vulgar 
rabble of common ruffians, thieves, murderers, card- 
shaipers, and the like. I have always been a gentle- 
man. Of course I am aware now that I am not one 
whit better than those that I call the rabble. — the only 




difference consisting in a little outward •finish, what 
we used to call culture onfearth*^ and to be sure 
how proud we were of it I (Jur wickedness may be 
is grftat, if* nott*greater than theirs; but it is not 
so^ coarse, thSrl is a certain rc^nement jibbut it, 
which flatters our notions of superiority. ^ I consider 
myself a gentleman, therefore, as I always* did, and 
very careful with whom I associate. The rabble 
consistsiof the vulgar crintlivri5 and their belongings ; 
but heirs upper ten thousand hav'd never soiled their 
haneft with low wickedness. We ruined girls, but 
kept it a secret ; we grew rich upon the spoils of 
others, and Called it business ; we were proud, hard- 
hearted, and spoke of the claims of rank ; we may 
hav^ been liars and cheats, but always wore kid- 
gloves and were careful as to our tailor — we were 
gentlefolk, you i^ee. The pro^ferb ' birds of a feather ' 
is written up evcr>'whcre in hell, — wc follow it out 
naturally ; pcop*le here have an cxcjuisitcly developed 
instiftet that helps them to judge in a moment of 
those they meet, aided — I sluiulc> add — by the 
transparency of clothes. It is of course not quite 
easy here to carry out such principles,, still society 
manages very generally to keep itself to itseif. We 
eschew vulgarity and tdrn our back upon anything 
likely to shock our notions of good -breeding. • 

• 1 met a chtrming young woman the other day 
^ho was receireJ in the best circle? here. Her 
history was Icnown, but it did not seem to^hut her 
out from us. ^ She had forsaken her widowed mother, 
nearly blind though she was, eloping with a handsome 
actor. didd suddenly,^ carried off* in the height 

of passiooi and very naturally found herself in hclL 
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A prey to The cold which we all experience,’ she 
was afire with a ceaseless longing for her mother 05 
the one hand, whom slje never will ^eet again, and 
for her lover on the other hand, whji»m she awaitecJ 
with atdQnt desire.^. She ought not to;have wished lor 
a reunion, s^nce that meant dragging him to hell ; but 
her love being what it was, she lived and breathed 
in that cruel hope. She selfishly longed for him, 
saying they had sworri fo live and die t >gether. 
But he could not ‘ have been equally anxious ; at 
any. rate he kept her waiting years upon years. 
And during all this time her infatuated soul tM^hcld 
him as she had known him last, handsome, in the 
prime of life, and the darling of the people. At 
length he arrives — a dcci^cpit man on crutches, 
blear-eyed, and a face that told his life. What a 
meeting! — she starts oack as from an apparition. 
Can that be the lover of her youth, for whom she 
sinned, for whom she suffered ! She loathes him, 
but she is driven to pursue him. Society helc is 
well-bred, and shrinks from what ruffles its feelings. 
She was a charming creature, but we could no longer 
tolerate her. One after another we disowned her, 
and she disappeared with^her former lover. 

Let me add that one of fhe greatest evils in the 
worrd is a superabundance of love. Who would 
believe that love unrestrained sends* more souls t6 
hell than almost anything I could name ? It is not' 
the love which is pure asd hcalth-giving,f»for it is not 
fed by the Love Divine and ^ Eternal.^ So much 
depends on what one loves and how one loves ! 

" A woman arrived herq, some time'-ago, .no longer 
young, but still beautiful, blue-eyed, fair-hiaired, and 
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we all thought her charmifg. She was amiability 
ftself; we could not think whit brought her to 
liell ;f indeed tlHre was no j'tason for it, but her un- 
chastened loi^ifor her husband. It was quita touch- 
ing to hear how she had given up rfer life to him, loving 
him great deal more than he really deserved. She 
idolised him, forgetting everything for him, even her 
God. |That was j’ust it't Ao had given to her hus- 
band tne hearts adoration whi/h belongs to God 
alorfc. How could she have bqcn happy in heaven ^ 
Hut her love, touching as a4 first sight* it W'ould 
aiipear, was* after all nothing but a peculiar develop- 
ment of selfishness, and that is why it dragged her 
to hell. 

And in hell she continues sick of love for her 
husband ; it was the one longing of her life, so it 
needs must be the all-absorbing torment of hell. 
And she had 'her desire, she saw liim again ; he 
arrived one day — with a heart full of an(;thcr passioa 
He had never been faithful to ht?r. , Iwcn hell pities 
the reward that is given her. 

You have long ceased to doubt, 1 hope, that hell 
offers anything but horror.^ But there arc pioinents, 
at rare /intervals only, when all the thousand horrors 
within us seem congealed into one frightful sensation 
pf stupor, Dq not imagine it is a painless m(;mcnt ; 
feeling is swaUon^ed up in indcscrib^rfjlc anguish, a 
peculiar hofror, not knowi^ at other times. And 
then— it is always sudden — hell stands aghast, 
trembling with dread. All pursuit ceases ; every . 
soul is Ibft to itself, shuddering. Something is uppn 
us — a syirit-deadening ififluencc. It is not seen, 
bu^we are, each and all, aware of*it with indescrib- 
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able terror. We Icnow ^vhat it is ; we stand tongue- 
tied and trembling. Satan has come to survey thi 
souls in hell. Final pc^wer is not* bet given t him ^ 
for they are not yet judged. But h\ has learned 
wait — satisfied, meanwhile, ' that they are added to 
daily. T\iey are his, he knows, though the time of 
carrjdng tiiem off is delayed. He knows the'doom^ 
is coming when the wioVed; for ever separat<,‘d from 
the good, are assigi.'^ed their place on the left of the 
^Sor^ of Man, and th^t they will be his then for' ever 
and for ever. 

How often in the young days of life I seemed 
full of promise to become good, but never reached 
the true aim of Christianity.'^ The memories 1 have 
brought away of these half-strivings are fraught with 
bitterest regret, and yet they would move my tender- 
est tears, — if tears were left. It was' Lily especially 
who in those days was the instrument of grace divine. 
From the first iLwaj> given her, that wondrous power 
over me. Ah ! say not it was all sinful that brought 
me to her feet ! No; there was something higher, far 
higher, giving her an inflitence over my soul — a holy 
influence. All children I believe have something of 
it ; but Lily was filled with that heavenly grace. 

In winter-time, after dinner, we wquld rest awhiU 
in the dusk, the firelight casting slumbrous shadows, 
about the^room. My m9ther would dozqaway ; Lily 
and I sat dreaming. But how diflerent were the 
. spheres to which our thoughts would roam! I could 
h?ve spent hours watching Lily as I did ; ^e sitting 
low fender-stool, the light falling on h^r. I was 
in the dark, unnotiqed by her, which added to ,tny 
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sense of cnjoymenL She wfuld f9ld her hands on 
Her knees, as she loved to do in thf)ughtful moments. 
How ^beautiful jphe was, in that half-light especially 
— ^a httle but spiritualised. The red^ glow 

was reflected in her wonderful ^yes, whifth shone 
marvellously. Her features seemed tjraiisfigurcd ; 
she would sigh at times or heave a deep breath ; I 
^new then that she was% CKic^pied in her mind. I 
watched her, greedily delighting ii\her perfect beauty. 
If thfre is truth in what people say of magnetism 
and sympathetic attraction, sljc must have felt ‘my^ 
gaze. Who^can tell ? She sometimes really appeared 
uneasy ; I saw from my corner how she would try 
to shake off some unconscious influence. I could 
scaitely refrain then front snatching her up and press- 
ing her to my hcarf. But I (^onquered tlie desire — it 
would have broken the charm. 

But sometimes Lily would sit down by me, and 
ther^ we passed the twilight in pleasant talk ; she 
never denied me her confidence. One evening I 
asked her what she was thinkin*g of in those quiet 
moments on the fender-stool. 

‘What I am thinking of?’ she repe^ed, with her 
gentle voice. ‘ Ah, Philip, thoughts will come to me 
full of longing, sometimes happy, sometimes sad. I 
^ancy myself carried away at times right over the 
^scas to another .land ; even to othjr worlds my 
thoughts wiy rise — up, up — beyond the stars. I seem 
carried away to Louisiana,* that beautifuf country, 
where everything is* so different from here — richer, 
grander ‘by far^ and where winter is not known.* By 
the gread river I see a hdUse with a shady veranda 
and a pilhtred hall ; trees of the south grow about it 
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luxuriantly.' Here I bom ; my earliest recollec- 
tions twine around in Memory carries me ncn 
through the lofty rooms. I flit fr^m one ch^mbv 
to another ; my poor parents are nc, wjiere. L roj,m 
through the garden, so rich in delfght, through the 
cool groyes^by the river ; but I am a stranger every- 
where, — po one remembers the little girl I seo black 
men and stop to speak to them, but they only shakd 
their head mournfully. 

‘ Sadly I quit * my beautiful home — hom;^ no 
'^lorr^er tq me, and the spirit carries me back over the 
lonely sea. Restless I seem to wander, passing 
many lands, seeing many things, meeting with kind 
people everywhere — but one thing I find not. And 
then I rise, beyond the clouds, beyond moon and 
stars. I seem to lose myself — thoughts vanish. I 
am at rest in a beautiful garden. 

‘ I had believed nothing could be- more beautiful 
than Louisiana, my own lovely home, but that ga^rden 
is better still ; for it is the garden of God — it is 
Paradise. And 'here I find them at last — my own 
dear parents ; I knew I should find them again. 
And here there is rest for my soul — nothing left to 
long for. I have my father again, my mother again; 
they tell me how happy they are, and how they 
love 'me.* 

Lily's eyes were shining as with the light of the 
Paradise she was speaking of ; she sighed, and then 
continued slowly : 

‘ I am happy, too, for a moment ; but then the 
scrvcCht comes in with the lamp, and with a sudden 
p^in at the heart, I seem to be thrust down from 
heaven. I look about me bewildered, scarcely know- 
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ing where I am — I feel lonely and* sad. Can you 
urtWerstand it, Philip ?* 

• Of course* I Iftderstood hdr ; they were foolish 
dreyn^ and vuofld make her ill. These twilight 
roamings ought not to be? indulged in. But I did 
not say so. 

One^ evening she asked me suddenly : Philip, 
wSiat makes people happy 7 ’ 

Her question startled me, ^ut l.nvas not at a loss 
for an answer. ^ ^ 

*I suppose their own heart/ I#said ; ‘ good* health, 
too, and a pleiisant home, where nothing is wanting 
to make one comfortable ; a few kind people also to 
love one, I should say.' ^ 

* Well, I think I have Jll that. Am I happy?' 
‘Are you not,.swcetest Lily^' I returned. 

‘ I don’t know,' she said slowly. ‘ Something 
seems wanting, i cannot quite express it. . . .* No 
one s(;fms to need me in the world to make them 
happy — I am of no use to any one;’ , 

‘You should not talk so, Lily! Arc you not 
mother’s delight, and my own ? 1 am sure we need 

you. And you are of great usp too ! But why ‘should 
a little giiV like you be grieving about not being 
useful? You have nothing to do as yet but ^ 
hanpy yourself, ^ learn your lessons like a gcxxl 
clyld, and grow pp’as fast as you can^into a nice 
little woman tijiat will be a blessing to tho§e who 
love. her. But surely, Lily, you do not doubt 
that even nov/ you m^ke mother happy, and rpc 
too?’ 

‘But you' could do without me. And there arc 
so many wh(> ’ 
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' No, Lily ; I do ifot think we should like to do 
without you. One is always glad of having sohie 
one to love.* * ^ 

Itily shook her head. 

‘ I am nothing to you and her, Philip. She is ' 
your o>tm' mother, and you are her son. But what 
am I ? ' I do not even belong to you. YoU found 
me and were kind to 

*What you Li(y? Why, if you are nothing 
ejsc, you are my ^ear little friend, whom I would not 
lose for all the worl J.* 

‘A friend? Is that something?’ she said 
dreamily. 

‘Yes, a great deal,’ ^ said. ‘A friend like you 
is a loving little girl whd is ready to give not only 
her whole heart, but* just her own, self to him who 
loves her ; she will smooth away his grief if he has 
any,* and return his smiles. The Httle friend 1 want 
you to be is the greatest treasure to be fqund in 
life.’ 

She looked at me wonderingly. ‘ I do not under- 
stand youy she said. 

‘Well, you need nqt understand now. The time 
will come when it will be all plain to yod. But you 
might promise me one thing, even now — will you be 
my little friend ?’ 

She hesitated a moment ; theq, lifting her won- 
drous eyes straight t(f mine, she said (-randidly : 

‘Yes, dear, I will. It is nice to be something !' 

‘ You are my all, Lily, if ‘Only yoiP knew.’ 

But from that moment a plea^nt consciousness 
hovered between us. Often when I met her, or took 
leave to go ta town, I whispered : ‘ Sw^t little Lily- 
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friend.* And she smiled her ouVi angel smile, saying: 
‘ YIs, dear, it is nice to be somebod}f s friend.* 

•Ah,il love? thi* memory of *those twilight hours 
^whe* STie sat l^»me, and I could stroke hej ^Iky 
hair, or hold her soft little band in mine I But even 
close to me she would sink away into her flrdams of 
home ar/d Paradise, and I felt something like jealousy 
at'having|no part in^ these ire^s. 

One evening — how strange iir the power of 
memory ! I remember every wor^l, every look eveg 
— we had been talking awhile, •and I asked her : 

‘ But tell me, do you care for me, really?’ 

* How should I not, Philip ? I have neither 
father nor mother ; no onc^ cares for me but aunt 
and yourself. Of course I Viust love you for it’ 

‘I know, Lily., But I mcanf could you love me 
even more?’ 

‘ I think so,’ she said meditatively. 

She^was then about twelve. At that age words 
fall from the lips ca.sily. And Lil^ had a childlike 
and wonderfully spontaneous manner of uttering her 
thoughts ; yet in conversation with her elders there 
was a marked diflcrcnce bijtwcen her and pthcr 
children. ’Her words showed that she thought 
deeply, and the confidence with which she spoke 
coidd not but impress one’s heart, 

^ I think so,* sh^ ix^peated, and sat thoughtful 

*What couVl I do to make you love me even 
more?’ 

‘There is ofle thing you could do, Philip. I agi 
an orphan ^ild, ^having neither father nor mother. 
But I have l^mcd from the\Vord of God that of 
brothco ancT sisters I have many — ro^ny. 1 know 
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it, but I do not*knowUhem ; I cannot go in search of 
them. I am ohly a little girl who is a strangef to 
the world, and it is not much I *c an do. ^ut ^ou, 
Philip^ you are a man ; you are clever and richi and^ 
you go about among the people. Will you promise 
me on6 thing ? Whenever you meet any of my poor 
brothefs and sisters who are in want, will you be 
good to them, pitying them for God’s sa':c and tor 
my sake? Or i/ you will be really kind, will you 
^ry and find therp out and take me with ybu, that 
together we mayjcomfort them and help them? 
Will you promise me ? Say yes, an-d you shall be 
the very dearest friend I have.* 

I felt the tears rise to my eyes; I could not answer 
at once, but after awhile I said : 

‘ If I do as you \/ish me, Lily, will you be sure to 
love me always — always ?' 

^Oh yes, dear ; I cannot tell you how much !’ 

‘ Well, then, I promise you faithfully that I will 
do it. But cheer up now, my good, kind-hearted 
little sister ; you must not be always thinking of 
things that make you sad. There, look at me, and 
let n^c sec how bright\y you can smile.’ 

And she did look at me, and smiled*'as no doubt 
a ngels smile whose measure of happiness runneth over. 

Do you not see that Lily had , power over rr^e — 
that I was almost becoming good, guided by 
little l)and of hers ? ^ If it was but miserable selfish- 
ness at first which brought me under her spell, it 
could not lessen the fact tliat I felt aTid even yielded 
to the breath of the Spirit moving jn th^t holy child- 
soul. The influence for good that may proceed even 
froin a little child on earth is very marvellous,' 
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I dld^ begin to look abouj: for Lily’^ suffering 
brothers and sisters. It did not cost me any great 
effort to do deeds of charity, fo^r I was disposed to 
be goodinatured ; jand for Lily’s sake I took even a 
4^1eas\irer now in Tloing kind .things. 

Again, meeting in the dusk of the cvejiing, I 
would fbll her how I had succeeded here and there 
in maki/^g some poor creat^ure liappy. I described 
to her th^ misery in which t Yound this or that 
family, the way in which I assisted them ; I told 
her of Their joy and gratitude. *And she Hastened 
with radiant face. Sometimes T took her with me, 
and it was my* delight on such occasions to let her 
have all the planning and giving. It was strange how 
her syqjpathy would always^it upon the right thing! 

V)Ut — alas that I jnust say it! — in reality I was 
far from being a new creature. * Tj'ly had power to 
touch my heart ; but the flesh was strong, and ,thc 
world held me fast My goodness, at most, was a 
mere playing at being good. 

When we separated, I going to*Soi 1 th America, 
I continued for her sake to help the poor and 
suffering I fell in with. But my deeds of charity 
were no more than a kind of idol -worship of the 
memories I Moved, of the hopes I revelled in to 
l^ossess . her more fully some day who was min(? 
alior|dy. Beside^:, if I had not carried out her wishes, 
I «iAld not have written her the letters I knew .she 
looked for ; knowing, moreover^ that she loved me 
afresH for every^jdeed of kindness I could tell her of. 
It was deceiving her, — deceiving myself, perhaps,—^ 
but there was^^no deceiving thc^ righteous Judge. 

I found Lijy in tears one day. She sat in silence 
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with folded hands, one big tear after another^ tfickling 
down on a book before her. It was her Bible. 

'What is it, my j:hild?’ I cried. ‘Why are you 
troubled ?’ 

Sh* looked df. me with her dove^ike eyes, fhe^cars, 
trembli^g^in them. ‘ I am not troubled, dear,’ she said. 

‘ But you are crying.’ 

‘ For joy — yes, for joy. Look what I fohnd I’ 

Her finger pointed, to her Bible, and bejiding over 
her, I read ; 

‘ When my father and my mother forsake flie, then 
the Lord will take the up.’ 

I did not know at once what to say. It touched 
me, but at the same time I rather grudged her 
needing her Bible for'^pmfort, and mis.sipg her 
parents so much. She had mother and me, and I 
wanted her to be hhppy. But Ixould not tell her, 
so I said after a while : 

‘Yes, that is beautiful, Lily,— just as though it 
were specially written for you. But brighten up 
now ; I canflot have you cry, not even for joy, as 
j'ou say. I’ll be back in a quarter of an hour, and 
then we v'ill have a walk.’ 

When I returned 'an expression of quiet peace 
had settled on her face, not unusual with her ; but 
from that day the words, ‘The Lord will take me 
up ’ seemed continuously present in her heart. -She 
did not hide it. I could not shake off those wck'ds 
all at once, but did so after a while. • 
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Amusement! That is one of the common needs 
nowadays; th^ world requires to be amused — rich 
and poor alike. I do not say that, in itself, tliis is 
altogeiher blameworthy ; i^ would be foolish to let 
the river of delight ♦flow past, and never stoop to 
drink. But to rftake amusement the one question 
paramount when life is so serious, when neighbours 
are in trouble and the poor in want— that surely is 
wrong.* And yet that seems just what the world 
has come to. ‘How .shall we abiuse ourselves?’ 
appears to be the great question nowadays, the 
solving of which, for thousands of men and women, 
seems to b? the very object of living. They (fo not 
consider it necessary to be praying for daily bread, 
or return thanks when they have got it ; but they 
ne^r forget to dy put ' for amusement ^ And even 
tW poor, witjj \frhom daily bread is a question, 
whose young may be hungry, and their a^ed be 
buried by the parish, mpst needs be amused I 
It was pot so always. Fifty years ago the rntfes 
of the peopR. weri satisfied with doing their work and 
looking upoa pleasure as a relaxation merely ; but 
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now amusement with piany has come to be ?he thincj 
to be worked ancj lived for. And acknowledging Jhis 
to be a fact, history holds up an gppalling precede t 
When^ ancient Rome made pleasui^^ ^the aim^of life, 
the naVion was tipproaching its doom. How ^hall* 
it be vdtji the world ? I do not know when its 
end may be, but I know this — that those of her 
children who run recklessly after pleasure rre on tiie 
broad way that leads to hell ; and the exi'ess which 
is their sin on earth will be their punishment here. 
Ik the world rich irf places of amusement ? — be sure so 
is hell. We too have our gardens, our Tivoli — call 
it Vauxhall, or Ciy^stal Palace, or Champs Elys6es, 
it matters not, the thing is here. And whatever 
is being invented on plearure-hunting earth, w^ have 
it to perfection. Does the world flock by thousands 
to its amusements? — hell does so by millions. All 
pleacurcs, all passions, run loose here in awful con- 
fusion, and helplessly you arc whirled along. Yet 
no matter what excess there be of wanton ‘^gaicty, 
there broods over^ all that deathlike stillness — hell’s 
frightful atmosphere — which I have tried to describe 
before. Perhaps you remember the effect of sounds 
deadened by a muffling fog ; that may give you a 
faint idea of what I cannot otherwise bring home to 
you. If one succeeds at times in breaking away 
from this horrible pretence of pleasure, it leaves '^ne 
panting and spirit-broken, sick of existence and lon^ 
ing for' rest; but despite the loathing one is immedi- 
ately after it again, forcing the senses to what never 
yields them a shadow of delight Amusement here, 
let me tell you, is a very lash of correction, driving 
all thoughts of pleasure far, far away. Ah, how 
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they long for work, thosd \>oor souls, to whom 
labour on earth was so hateful, of, at best, but a 
m«ans toward er^bymcnt. H6w gladly they would 
evep^ sl^ve on 1 galley here, deerryng the i]^Anest 
work a blessing. But the* night has come when no 
man can work*. 

Thcre|is a memory in this*roalm of death of how 
the Son of God once descended to ,4icll to preach to 
the spirts in prison, filling the §pace between thp 
great deep and Paradise with tho cry of His Infinite 
love, and proclaiming liberty to the captives. Then 
hell for a time was light as day ; but most of those 
present hardened their hcjrts, and fell back into 
darkness, * 

I felt a burnigg desire to meet some one who 
had heard the voice of the Son of God, but I own it 
was a foolish wish, since it could do me no good — 
all being vanity now and nothingness ; still, in spite 
of that knowledge, here one is aUva>^ trying and 
longing for something. 

There are naturally many souls in hell who heard 
that wondrous preaching, but, they are all lost f and 
lost souls cinnot help one to a ray of light. Had 
they but remembered a single word of the Saviourfe 
—laid* it up in ^heir hearts, I mean — they would 
n^t-^now be here. Some certainly pretend to re- 
collect this or t^at, but what they said in answer to 
my inquiry was cant and blasphemy in their mouths ; 
it gave me no* comfort,* and, despairingly, I turn^ 
from my desjre. ^ 

I lately ventured upon an expedition through 
some outlying districts ; do not be sivprised aj my 
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saying I ventured, foi^ I* assure you it needs courage 
here to get to know more than is absolutely thrtjst 
on your knowledge, ^Discovery i^full of horrpr, et>en 
to hfrt ^ who has nothing to lose. 

Indeed, you must not’ ask me to describe to you 
all I saw und heard ; it would take iiie too far, and 
it could not possibly interest you to hear alM might 
say concerning hell-s, ''inhabitants ; those |^rowds 
thieves, murderc;rs, deceivers, liars, misers, spend- 
thrifts, perjurers, forgers, hypocrites, seducers, and 
slandefcrs. Hut stop! — there are some I must tell 
you about Look at that tribe of strutting turkeys 
in human guise ! They are the self-conceited, a very 
refuse of hell ; they thought well of themselv^'Q once, 
but are a laughing-stock 'how. 

And these misery ble women flapping their arms 
wildly, and going about cluck-clucking like so many 
heni’ distressed for their brood, spreading wings of 
pity, but vainly seeking for aught to be gathered in! 
— they arc fhe , wicked mothers, groaning for the 
children they neglected in sloth or selfishness. 

And those queer creatures fawning about so 
mean,1y, slobbering afl whom they meet with sym- 
pathy, offering assistance right and left1 — they arc 
the merciless ones. Their hearts were too hard 
formerly: they are too soft now,^and no one here 
requires their mercy. ' 

A few other figures I may single out. 

I have told you of the great black river here 
which is not Lethe. I was "sitting one day near its 
, bank, thinking of the sad past and sadder future; 
the turbid waves rollecf heavily by. 

Groans broke upon the silence about me. I 
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:arted' Ind perceived a strange figure/ strangely 
cc^pied. It was a man of conynanding aspect^ 
apdsome even, in most, painful plight He 
at by /he rive^ Washing his hands, which dripped 
r'ith^ blood. But for all l|is washing thc^drcad 
rimson would not leave his fingers ; as s^oi as he 
ifted them above the water, the red blood trickled 
l(^wn arr(^L It was a pitiful sight 

He seemed to te aware of myjircsence, for he 
urned upon me suddenly, saying, ' What is truth 
[ did not reply at once, feeling to be a cjucstioh 
:hat should not be answered lightly ; but, raising his 
^’oice, he repeated impatiently, ‘What is truth?* 

‘ Well,* 1 said, ‘ it is a truth, and a sad one, that 
it is too late now for us to«t)e seeking the truth.’ 

This answer did not appear^ to satisfy him. He 
shook his head, turning away. And again he set to 
washing his handi^ 

I endeavoured to draw him into conversation, i 
scemeef suddenly to know that he was one of those 
doubly miserable souls who had *sccn the Son of 
Man face to face and heard Him speak, and I was 
most anxious to hear what he might hi^vc to tell 
me ; but there was no turning him from his frightful 
occupation. 

I left him after a while. Who he was I knew 
wij^out the testimony of his purple -bordered toga 
iffid the ring o^ his finger — Pontius Pilate! 

^e shuns the city of the Jews, and spends his 
time by the riyer washing his hands. But of every 
passer-by Jie asks the question. What is truth? 
Whatever answer* he receives 'he shakes his head: it 
is not, general truths he wants to know^ about, but iAs 
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Truth — tnjth absolute, and that is not kn((wn here, 
/^nd do you peg:eive the cutting contrast ? Pirate 
inquiring about truth, yet washing his hands in ^he 
rive^ of falsehood ! 

I went my 4;ay through desert places — unculti-” 
vated traces, that is, but nowise unpeopled ; no^spot in 
hell is uninhabited, however dismal and wastp it may 
be. There are souls whom an inward necesku(y drives 
into the howling^ wilde\*ness ; those, for instance, who 
in life worked out dark plots ending in great crimes. 
These places are cojigenial to them. 

There is one terrible figure one meets at times in 
the dreariest wastes — a man tall and powerful, half- 
naked, the skin of some animal being all his clothing. 
The hair hangs wildly afiout his temples ; there is a 
furtive look in his eye, and ‘his brow is gloomy. 
There is a mark upon his forehead, and he carries 
a club ; not that he seems to require it, for he is 
a fugitive always, in constant fear of being slain. 
Every one who meets him trembles, but he is afraid 
of the weakest and most helpless of creatures, fleeing 
them each and all for fear of his wretched life. 
Always alone, he seems nowhere and everywhere. 
A cursed fugitive he was on earth — a cureed fugitive 
he is in hell, for the Lord has set His mark upon him, 
tfiat every one should know Cain and not sla}- him. 

I hurricfl away, anxious to get Vid of the teri^le 
sight Here, then, I had found a soul^^that was mo^e 
wretched than myself. But the thought was poor 
comfort ; I could not shake off the impression of the 
lying flattery with which they buried ^ne. But I 
forget — I have not tbld you my first experience 
by that vile river. As I neared it I was met — jwould 
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you believe jt — by an account of my own obsequies. 
It %’as sickening ! A miserable versifier, lately come 
hirticr ^t seerfis, w^s hawking hbout his latest pro- 
Juct^or^ I do •not know that he ^really knj4^ me, 
but he insisted on flourishing a paper in my face, 
and I eould nbt help reading with my owy eyes the 
flaring |[itle, to this efTcct : 

•‘New^and mournful dhty^.m memory of Philip 
IL, Esq., whose heirs could pay /or the grandest 
funcraUand the most flattering ^ parson to escort 
him to heaven, but could not k«p him out of hell. 
Leading sentiment — his Reverence's own — '‘We 
shall meet again !’" 

A funeral ditty in honoiy* of me . . . staring me 
n the face by the river of^lies! ... I bit my lips, 
br I needs must read it. 

It began with a pancg}Tic on my many virtues, 
very few of which* I really possessed ; it next broke 
out intp a doleful lamentation about the loss society 
had sustained by my untimely death, arid ended with 
a description of the blessed life I had entered upon 
to receive the reward of my deeds, joy and glory 
unspeakable, which henceforth were my blcss'id in- 
heritance I • Terrible irony I 

I felt as though a hundred daggers had enterod 
mv soul. Sick al heart I crumpled up the wretched 
Qf’ftuction and fled* from the place, ft was some 
time before I tould get over the deep bitterness of 
this ^experience, and when in a measure I had con- 
quered it, that Arson's * leadipg sentiment ' remained 
as a drop of j-ank^ng poison. Thou fool ! — or hypo- 
crite — which is it ? As though a man had but to die 
to goMraightway to bliss! I will no^ enlai^^upon 
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? I y-f 

the hopeful statement’ — you little dreamt of its pos- 
sible meaning when you said, ‘ We shall meet agatn !' 

I 

k'was about ^this time that I firsu came ^rc^ss a 
king in this place. Pitiful sight ! It is scarcely 
possible t^ conceive a greater contrast between the 
once and the now — kingship on earth and Inngship 
in hell ! ‘ 

Of all the abjccts one meets with here, I do 
l^lieve emperors, kings, and princes of every descrip- 
tion are the poorest There arc no empires and 
kingdoms here, save indeed Satan's, and nothing 
deserving the appellation of government. What 
rules us is a kind of social instinct and the habits of 
life we brought with us from the world. So, you sec, 
kings and princes a/c nowise needed. Their rank 
of course entitles them to respect, and as on earth 
so here, one bows involuntarily to cheir exalted posi- 
tion ; but in truth they are too miserable to look for 
respect It \g wi^h them as with the image of some 
castaway saint, the gilding of which has worn off, 
and which ends its days in the lumber-room, ignomin- 
iously forgotten. Thci; former greatness was merely 
conventional ; it was gilding, in fact, and no real 
gold. It has worn off, and there is nothing left to 
bespeak their majesty. The poor kings have^^no 
kingdom hL*re to display their greatness, no arn^l^f 
that will fight and die at their bidding, no millions 
to be squandered ; they have nothing left but the 
sad pretence of former grandeur. Their courtly state 
is represented by a fe;Ar wretched sycophants who 
stick to them, not for love but for gain, illusive of 
course, and following former habit merely. 1 said 
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:hey ar^ miserable , — weigJud down woulcf be a more 
d(^criptive word, and literally true, for they nearly 
sipk beneatl^ the jDurden of tljeir crowns. Do you 
wish tb know^the possible weight of a crown? I 
wil^ meet you with anotber| question : can fotx tell 
me how grejit a king’s responsibility may be on 
earth ? They weigh tons these crowns, 4)clievc me. 
'the pier kings, propped up they are by ministers 
and satellites, can •scarcely rabre than crawl here, so 
heavy is their burden. 

Worse o(T than any are those potentates whose 
names on earth boasted of the addition ‘the Great 
alas, those great ones are peculiarly small here, and 
those five letters add an enormous weight to their 
crowfis ! 

Of truly great sovereigns, of course none arrive 
here, and those others whom \hc world called Great 
received that appellation merely because they^ were 
cither great destroyers of human life, slaughtering 
the feople by thousands for their own miserable 
renown, or perhaps because they ofttdid all other 
men and princes in that peculiar knavery which goes 
by the name of state-craft. Some few also may 
have com^ by their distinction quite by chandc ; per- 
haps they had clever ministers working for their 
glory. But these sometimes arc the most concerted 

all crown-berfrcr,s ; nothing is left for them but to 
'go to hell w^jen*they have done. 

^What a gain it would have been for th^^se poor 
potentates if, instead pf striving for the appellation 
‘the Grc^t,* they had been\ content to be called^ the 
Good ’ or * the •Beloved ' ! ^ Charity then, with them 
also> might have covered a multitude of sins. Now 
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nothing is*- left but the wailing and gna^liihg of 
teeth. ^ 

You never heaV them speak ; sighing and groap- 
ing seems to be their one means of intercourse? But 
no oileVares to l^ten p indeed they are scardel^ fit 
for society. The knowledge of this makes them 
shy and retiring ; one hardly ever meets them ; and 
if they do venture abroad, they are at once upop 
as a hawk by innumerable sparrows — persecuted 
by all who suffere'd through them in life, as many as 
half a nation sometimes. 

How enviable m'fght have been their uays on 
earth ! Blessed beyond their fellows, all was theirs 
to make themselves and others happy ; but ambition 
prevented them from seein^^ that their crown might — 
ay, should — be a well of blessing for the people. They 
were always speaking of their right divine, calling 
themselves kings by the grace of God ; they forgot 
that it would have been far better to own themselves 
poor sinners through the grace of God than kir/^s by 
right divine, and by that right be cast into hell. 

I spoke of destroyers of human life, but one need 
not be a king or emperor for that ; some of the 
most ruthless slaughterers of humanity the world 
has known were only generals, admirals, marshals, 
and the like. 

These also continue their career ?h hell — in vat^n 
endeavour. There are plenty hdre ^to flock t6^ 
their standards — all those, namely, who on earth 
were forgetful of the peace and goodwill* which the 
Godr of love proclaimed -to mankind. They meet 
here, hundreds of thousunds of them, and, like so 
many grinning skeletons, at once prepare for battle. 
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Vainest ^h*ow ! Their artillery produces mere smoke. 
Tke spectre phalanx charges: one expects a great on- 
slaught, but it is nothing ; they merely change sides, 
as it were, and Jxigin the battle afresh. They mje un- 
’ abll tA shed blood now, but|they sfre for evCT spend- 
ing th^ir souVs energy in miserable bloodthi^tiness. 

I thought of the warriors of Walhalla — foolish 
oompan.-lDn ! for there is rtothing in common between 
the heroes there arfd the would-be jieroes here. The 
warriojs of Walhalla are said to be resplendent with 
strength and glory, living not (jply a real but a per- 
fect life ; whereas their wretched semblances here 
are only fit to move laughter and pity. 

Wdu know that we are 4l ways suffering thirst — an 
agonising, burning thirst — ever longing for a drop 
of water to cool the tongue. No one, one would 
imagine, would N^^illingly come to try and slalie his 
thirst^with the stagnant water of the horrible river ; 
nevertheless there are some who do try it, quite 
secretly though, as if that could *be l:cpt a secret ! 
For their whole body swells and is puffed out with 
the slimy falsehood, which,^ breaking th/ough their 
every pord, turns them into positive lepers o^ lying. 
Having drunk once they always drink again, but 
their thirst is never quenched. 

/As I am thinking of ending thi^ letter, the 
shadow of a .paying crosses my memory, that of good 
things there are always three. I forget which of 
earth's tongues has moulded this into a proverb, 
but sometijing more than ^ proverb gften troubles 
me now : I remember th« I used to be taught^ 
to believe in the Trinity in Unity, but I never get 
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beyond the two now — I know something oT i leather, 
and something 9 f a Saviour; but was not thqre 
a third to help one .to say Father’ and'/iy 
Saviqur ’ ? Alas the idea is a blank ,now, leayin^ a 
shadowTO haunt fne ! 


Thei'e a^e other three I am vainly trying tq, recall 
to my heart — faith, hope, and charity. know 
nothing of faith now. aicd nothing of hope. |' ^ might 
have known charity, and I oncfe believed I knew 
^^love: but now, alas, I know only what it^might, 
what it ehould have jieen ? 

Oh that I could warn you who still walk in 
hope ! Love is no light thing, but the deepest out- 
come of the soul. Had I known it truly, faith and 
hope now would stand by 'my side. 

Be warned my brothers, my' sisters ! My heart 
yearns for you ; it yearns for thee, my silent friend, 
who 'never with a word even hast , answered any of 
these letters ; for thee, mother, who never under- 
stoodst my deepest need ; for thee, Martin, who in 
just retribution art as the lash now adding torment 
to torment. I love thee still, — what is it thou 
wouldst have told me ? My heart is yearning, my 
brothers, my sisters ; but vain, vain, is thi longing ; 
it leaves me in hell 1 
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Would yoi; believe it — not only my sins, but even 
the 'good deeds’ of my life come back to me in 
torment ! I can but add, it is very natural 1 For 
even our best actions arc full of blemish. Every one 
(T them leaves ^ .sting behind, and if it did not prick 
conscience then, it has power to enter the .soul now, 
wc/unding it deeply. 

Inhere was a clerk in our counting-house, a young 
man, in whom I was intere^'tod. I trusted him 
entirely ; he filled a responsible position, acting as 
cashier. Various little things coming under my 
notice first cau.scd me t(\ doubt his *honfsty. 1 
watched lim, and discovered that he had contracted 
a habit of gambling. Chance offered me an oppor- 
tunily of taking him in the act 
^ He frequented ’a low gammg-houso; I had been 
directed to place. The adventure was not with- 
out risk to myself, but that was nothing to me. 
It was a ^vintry (Gening, dark and blustering, 
when, wrtippedjin an ordirary overcoa^, I approached 
the apparently uninhabited house. In answer to a 
peculiar knock, however, the door yas opened, and 
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having passed a low dark 
lit room. I found a company of gamblers assemblAi, 
as numerous as varied, evidently enjSying therfl- 
selves^ ^ough the place reeked withr the fun^e^ of 
tobacco and gin.* Seviral tables were going, one 
of them^w^s kept by my young scapegrace,® who 
apparently enjoyed his dignity of banker, .feting 
on a sudden impulse,,^! faced him and leaked 3 
small sum. 

The sudden sig\\t of me had a terrible efCect on 
him. fte grew ashy, and the cards fell from his 
hand. Having regained some self-command, he 
seemed about to rise, either to rush from the place 
or sink down at my feet. , But a look from me was 
sufficient to rivet him to'^his seat One of those 
present, perceiving his .confusion, handed him a glass 
of port ; he seized it eagerly and drained it His 
pallor^ yielded to a flush ; he looked me in the face. 
But coldly I disowned him — standing before him as 
a stranger mei;ely,,who desired the continuation of 
the game. So did the rest of the company. None 
of them suspected the peculiar relation between 
myself , and** the unfortunate croupier. I was deter- 
mined the rascal should suffer ; I compelled him 
to ,play. With trembling hands, scarcely knowing 
what he did, he dealt the cards, gave and received 
cash. The game went on, and as chance woukl. 
have it, the youngster had all the luck. ' But I could 
abide a turn of the tide ; I knew it would come, and 
presently I began to force the game. I could afford 
to play higher than any y f them prqbably had ever 
done before. The excitement grew to intensity , 
with the croupier it appeared simply maddening ; 


passage, I entereci a well- 
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lis cj^e^ started from his head. Anothe^ stake, and 
I Jiad broken the bank ! 

, With a jiell of^ despair the,unha"ppy youth sprang 
to his feet, ayd crying, ‘All is lost!' was# about 
to hi#i past me and brcakifrom Miie place/ ‘Not 
all!' ,I said| under my br^th, seizing hol6 of his 
arm ; ‘ more still might be lost. Stop a^ninute ; we 
l^ave iH|s house together * 

He was obliged to taka^fiis hat and coat and 
follow me. The company stared^ of course, but all 
was 3one so quietly that nohe felt ju*\JLificd *ih^ 
demanding an explanation. 

I took him with me, walking by my side and 
trembling visibly. Not a word was spoken till we 
entered the library of ihy house. There I con- 
fronted him, and did not spare him. He who had 
been trusted beyond his age — trusted entirely — a 
gambler and a thief! 

He stood before me crushed and overwhelmed 
with*shame. He ceased praying for mercy for him- 
self, but entreated me to spare Ms wfdowed mother, 
whose only stay he was. 

I did not relent so easily, although,* considering 
that he hhd had a lesson, 3 determined to ’pardon 
him ; but I was also determined that he should 
remember that night as long as he lived. 

[n agony h*e Uy at my /eet when I promised 
" mercy at la^t, saying I would keep the matter to 
myself, and allow him the opportunity of n?aking up 
for his wrong ; he mjght do so, and thank me for 
not ruiniop his prospects. \ 

He preparefl to take his leave, and staggered tb 
the/loor, scarcely able to stand on his feet It liad 
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been too m\ich for him. I saw I could net (lei him 
go, or his miserable secret would at once becorge 
known to his mother.^ I rang f 9 r my valet, ai^ 
ordered him to give the young man a bed in my 
house! \ 

TheVollowing morning found him in dclijium ; 
brain fever slipervened. I thought of the poor widow, 
and how anxious he had t)cen she should ndcoknow;, 

I resolved to keep his secret ; the servant, I knew, 
could be trusted. ' So I wrote to his mother that I 
nad beep obliged to send him away on business 
suddenly ; it would *be a several weeks’ absence — 
meanwhile she might be at rest about him. 

Thus his fate, next to God, was left with me 
entirely. He was seriousK/ ill ; I had him nursed 
conscientiously, dividing nearly all my time between 
him and his mother. 1 really acted' as a brother by 
him, a son by her. When recovery had set in 
and he knew me again, I surrounded him with kind- 
ness, doing my utmost to bring him back to health 
and self-respects 

Some six weeks elapsed before he could go back 
to his mother. She was told he had been ill on 
his jout-ncy. On a journey indeed he had been, 
returning from the very gates of death. His mother 
ne\^r learned the true cause of his absence. I placed 
him in another branch of the business ; he ro;^ 
by degrees, and I ever found him^ a faithful 
servant ‘ 

Now to the point You Jthink pefhaps that I 
had ‘every reason for bein.^* thoroughly satisfied with 
myself for onJe. I should have tho&ght so at the 
time ! But here, where the scales fall from one’s 
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eyes, wAefc everything appears in uncompromising 
n^rfeedness, one learns to judge differently. 

• There wa^ no^vrong in catching the bird by the 
wing as I did, jmd holding him tight tilt he damped, 
thoFodghly frightened, t sa'Jcd him ^m his 
sin. iBut locking back now I see that p/ide and 
hclf-consciousness guided my hand. Vanity was 
ftatter<?d* by the moral ascendency 1 had' over the 
youth ; a look of ‘mine had •sufficed to force him to 
contin^ie awhile in his wicked cogrse, and then I 
could have staked my soul th^*lie would not agifin 
touch a card^ to his dying day. I knew it, I mean, 
even at the moment, and felt elated by the know- 
ledge. 

My subsequent kindii6ss to him, I fear, sprang 
from a feeling that 1 had been hard on him. I had 
taken a cruel delight in his utter humiliation. VVdiat 
was left then, I ^isk, to make the deed a good# one ? 
Judge for yourself, my friend! Humiliation is for 
me now — I feel it deeply whenever I think of his 
contrition and suffering. 

That night, in fact, left her trac«s on his life. 
The brightness was wiped qut of it. H^ had been 
a light-hearted youth ; he was a sad-browed man. 
A shy, almost timorous look, witnessed to the 
menfory of that occurrence, although it remaineS a 
^cret between Lint and me. 

You see, Ihcn, that even our so-called good deeds 
may weigh on our souls : is it not terrible ? But 
how little da they d#iservc to be called good, since 
few of H^em, I fear •tneXif thoroughly examined, 
will stand the*test! Not that I would deny therb 
being such things as good works ; though, if viewed 
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aright, what are they but the mere doing^ of oui 
duty ? How indped could they be more, if we have 
the means and power of doing them 1 

WafT. not therfe som .‘thing we used to ca^l ^thc 
articles of belief? I have a faint recol^ction. -j Did 
they not r^er to the mystery of the Trinity, and 
were they not, like the Lefrd's Prayer, a su'pport 
Christian souls? 

I have tried tp remember them, driving the brain 
to* the verge of madness; but I have given it up 
now. What would be the use if I could remember, 
if I could repeat those articles, and the whole of the 
catechism besides ? It would be words — words only, 
as empty and hollow as everything about me.*' It 
is faith only which could give th6m their true mean- 
ing. Faith ? — what is faith ? I know about it I 
know^that its object is the Son of God. The very 
devils know as much as that I know that He is the 
Saviour. But how He saves, and how a lost soul can 
come to have ^art in Him, woe is me, I cannot tell. 

I feel about faith as I do about repentance. I 
think if I could repent but for one short moment — • 
repent truly — salvation would be mine. But vain is 
the tr>dng, I cannot — cannot repent At times I feel 
as if I were very near that blessed experience, "as if 
my being would dissolve in tear®, — ah vainest d^ 
ception ! *Oh for a tear — a single te<ir!’ I keep 
sighing, Father of mercy/ — but what boots the 
prayer of anguish if barren of faith ?n—* Father of 
merty, oh grant me a tea/!* ' 

Time pasJds, Nay, mis is nv.»iiotii:>c, since mere 
is no time here. Something, however, appeans to 
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pass ;*l4mfer that from the increasing glimmer of 
li^^ht. The blissful moment seems to be approaching 
wiicn the glory of^ Paradise wilj swallow up the night 
of hell. But J sp^k of what I have not seon. It 
may he an awful moment, suMime rlither thanAlcsscd, 
and it^may b^ in the distanceof unmeasured ages. . . . 

Broad is the way which leads to destrtiction ; but 
1 Y)w b^Vd is not known frill you see it from helL 

Men find it » pleasant /road ; they go along 
dancing and singing, as it were, enjoying the moment, 
and n^er asking whether they jjivc it to Gpd or to 
the devil. They think of the future only as far as 
it may concern some pleasure they are anticipating, 
some ball or play perhaps, or even the new clothes 
they* arc going to wear.# They call the hour of 
waiting an eternity, ‘and know not the awful import 
of the word. ‘ We love to live,* they say ; but death 
holds them in his embrace. Holbein's well-Unown 
‘ Dance of Death ' is more than a picture, I assure 
you. • They dance, they make love, they chatter, they 
eat and sleep through life. A suBderf wrench — and 
lo, they wake in hell. 

There are others who grovel along ^that road. 
One would imagine them to find it irksome, but by 
no means. The mole in the ground is as satisfied 
in hid way as the bird in the air. There arc human 
n^les. * We le^d steady livcs,^' they say, and grovel 
•in the dust V We have eyes to see,' — of course they 
haye ; it is but a myth which asserts that rfoles are 
blind. The}{ have ap eye, I assure you, for the 
smallest a^lvantage they ca\ pick up in their earthly 
course. Not tBat they look for th^ small gains* 
merely ; it is the great ones they like, and burrow 

10 
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for them alksiduously. That is what they ^e^ their 
eyes for — to peer about in the dust ; they never 
direct them heavenward. They do not seem awaje 
even af the " starry sky above the clods of earth. 
They sA^nd their iives ii. trying to break thos^cbds 
for somV;thing that may be within ; and, gro\jelling 
along, they>sooner or later come upon a hole in the 
ground. They did not lcK)k for it, and tiiroble in 
unawares. Death Has swallowed them up ; an( 3 , 
recovering from tfte fall, they find themselves in hell. 

It is. truly to be marvelled at ! All merf know 
that their portion is to die, but few of them ever 
think of death, and fewer still prepare themselves for 
dying. Death comes to most men as an unexpected 
visitor who will take no vdenial, though one never 
made ready for him. What is ^ there left for them 
but a terrible waking In hell ! 

It. is so with most ; and more marvellous stilh as 
I have said already, one finds people here one would 
never have dared to look for. They had gained the 
veneration and lovt of the world, even of good people 
in the world,; the tearful prayers of their friends 
went to heaven, mourning their death. But they had 
not gohe to heaven ; they are in hell ; for God judges 
not with the eyes of men. They may have been 
extcllent people and possessed of many a virtue, but 
they lacked 9110 thing, which alonp aVails in the en^ ; 
they had not the heart of faith whiclj yields itself'^ 
to God "entirely. They may have gained the whole 
world, but they lost their own^ soul. 

‘And again, there aro^' others one mosf certainly 
•expected heie who have never arrited. Their evil 
reputation, their works, went before them, annoi4pcing 
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them, 4s* it were ; but they are looked for in vain 
lihcre is only one way of accountipg for this. Great 
sinners though th^y were, iniquitous ancj full of pollu- 
tion, they muit yet have come to that godl/ sorrow 
wlflch worketh repentance ^ salv*ation. I^haps at 
the tery la^t the Saviour stood up between them 
and hell, where their place seemed prepared for a 
jertairtty. 

You who havft loved ydur dqad and grieve for 
them ^tenderly — with trembling iK'arts and tearfui 
voice I hear you ask: ‘May^vc not go on loving 
them, helping them perhaps with our true hearts 
pra)’crs ?’ 

I know not. Yet pray — pray with all your soul 
and •without ceasing. Cfnc thing I am certain of, 
that the prayer^ of* love is nqver vain ; the tears of 
love can never be lost! For God is love, and His 
Son is the fulfilment of that love to all eternity. 

Looking backward and looking forward to me is 
fraught with equal i)ain. I scc^ nothing before me 
but an endless existence which knows not of hope, 
while all behind me is wrapt in tlic wild regret of a 
life that is lost. 

Hell yields a terrible knowledge — how blessedly 
fruitful life might have been ! Happy ye arc wbpse 
Hfe is still in yc^ur hands. While there is life there 
is» hope — never \va3 there a truer word. Do not, I 
'beseech youj yield to the pernicious delusion that 
you have lost your opportunity — that it is too late ! 
That lie hai ruined imo^ip souls than all earth’s 
wickedness combined. * It'ljs fw/ too ^te 1 And if 
death awaits you to-morrow, it is m?/ too late 1 Ycair 
life, though even now it be running oyt its last grains 

m 
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of sand, may yet bring forth fruit — the blAsfed fruit 
of peace, of joy ui?speakable ; the crown of life 
yet be yours* ^ 

If ^u would but repent ! Ah ! turn, turn from 
your waj^, and seelc for pj^ace where it is to be fcfeifd ! 

Could I but let you see things as^I see them, 
you would nSt despair I Wretched, undone, and lost 
though you feel yourselyes, you need not be Iropeless, 
Despair has no right on earth — it^f true realm, alas, 
is here ! And here only it is ever too late. Do 
you not know that ypur life on earth is but a part, 
an infinitesimally small part of the existence given 
to you, and that little is lost even if all earthly 
hopes have failed ? I need not have said all ; for 
no man is left so entirely desolate. Waste •and 
ruined though life may appear to you, there is many 
a spot left where the waters of content may spring — 
where’ joy even for you may be found to be growing, 
if you could but trust I And the world is not all. 
Behold the stars, they are more tlian you could 
number. If tlie world indeed were lost and earthly 
life a failure, vhat is it ? There are other worlds 
awaitii\g yob, a better lifq is at hand. Look up, I say, 
and despair not I It is a lie if any one tells you it 
is foo late. It is not too late. You may yet be 
fully satisfied. This is a truth as unshakable as 
the existence of God Himself.'* Repent thee, 
man! woman! and turn from thy ays ; turn to' 
Him who can save thee, who will save thee ! How- 
ever late it be, there is yet time for thee to begin a 
new life. Bat delay n^t— ah delay not to enter 
upon the happy road that may lea^ thee from stai 
to star, even Ii\fo realms of joy eternal Dclav^ot 
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I sa^ for if death surprise thee on * the road of 
^pair with sins unforgiven, heaven and all its stars 
yill fade away i|jj the night that ^evermore must en- 
wrap thy souy 

• Again I say, it is not! too fete. Wt^ycver be 
Iost,|one thing is yet to 4>e saved — thy Aungcring 
soul, her peace, and the life to come. 

Halt thou lost money and riches ? — Thy soul is 
worth immeasurably more. 

Is thy past a failure, undoing^ even thy future? 
— Bcliold eternity, and work feft* that 

Wast thou deceived in love ? — Love will save* 
thee at the last. 

Is thy life degraded ? — Look upon Life exalted 
on the Cross. 

Has the world not satisfied thee? — There is 
heaven ; try it ! 

Have earth's joys proved faithless ? — Thc^;c is an 
heritage to come I 

flow little then is lost, even if it be thy all, and 
how much there remains to be ^ineJ ? Take heart, 

I say, for verily it is not too late I There is yet time 
to begin a new, a holy, ha^py, and even joyful life ! 

I have seen her ! It was as though death again 
had* clutched me. Shaken to the depth of my sdul, I 
tell to the ground at the dread aspe<;J, stricken with 
remorse. % saw her — her against whom I have 
sinned so terribly that my own heart and \x)nscicncc 
ever stand pp to acepse ^e. 

I ha^ never had' courage to motion it W you, 
my once tru&t friend; but I have\always h^*a 
frightful foreboding that, sooner or later, I should 
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meet Annie^in hell, whose life and soul I m|lrd^ered 
She is here, and I have seen her 1 

I was strolling about with an ^Id acquaintance 
Do you kno(v Undine?* he said suc^denly. ‘No, 

I replfe^ ‘There shetis,! he continued, pointing 
towards a pond at some nttlc distance. 

And I saw a youthful figure, dressed in the^ airiest 
of garments, and with dishevelled hair. HJirr light^ 
robe seemed to cling to her figure and to be dripping 
with water. She v^as trying, now to wring her wet 
dTolhes, now the heavy masses of her hair. She 
•looked up. I stood trembling. It was Annie ! 

Annie indeed ! The same lovely leatures, the 
same enchanting figure, and yet how changed — how 
terribly changed! The sarte features, but the light 
was gone. Womanhood had fled; the merely animal 
had triumphed. Passion, vice, and despair vied for 
the m^tery. She looked much older, though the 
space between her ruin and her death comprised, I 
should say, a few years only. I seemed to haVe a 
knowledge that' despair had driven her to a watery 
grave. 

I stood rooted to the ground with horror, as a 
murderef at the sudden sight of the gallows. 'She was 
)ny work, degraded and lost, yet lovely once and pure! 

There she sat, wringing her garments and < the 
tresses of her hair — and wringing h^r hands in hopci' 
less agony ; sigh upon sigh breaking as kom a heart 
overwhelnled with shame. 

I thought of escaping, feeling^ as thougp a possible 
word 'from her must be a ^tagger to kill m^ But I 
know not wha^ power droVe me towatds her. Was 
1 going to throw myself at her feet ? 
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n\)W| only she perceived me. Darting up, she 
g^vc me one look of terror and loathing, and hurried 
a^'ay. It wbs irr^ssible for me to reach her. The 
power of abhorrence alone was sufficicnf to mrfkc her 
kcap^e at a distance. Arfd presently she^^scaped 
fromimy sight altogether, lo^ in a troop of b<AviIdered 
spirits just arriving from the shores of death. 

\ Uirned and fled, followed by the Furies. 
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1 HAVE been to the ^ost-office. That institution also 
is represented here, as I found out quite recently. 
Truly nothing is wanting in this place except all 
that one needs in order talive and to hope. 

I had gone to inquire for letters. There is some- 
thing very curious about this post-office of ours. You 
have Jieard of what befell Uriah. There have always 
been people who, betraying their neighbour, have 
done so by writing. But the invention is older' even 
than that notcuiou^ letter, originating, no doubt, with 
the father of [ies in the first place. It was he who 
inspired thjt piece of treachery, just as he inspired 
Judas’ Wss. Treason by writing is knowh all over 
the world now. There are those who delight in the 
cleverness of such a letter, quite priding themselves 
on the art of ^taking in their felloes. ' 

Be it known, then, that every such letter goes 
to hell At the expense of the writer, to be called 
for sooner or later — not by Ae persop to whom it 
is addressed, but by thq^ sender; some^few cases 
excepted-— ying David's to begirt wiA— -where 
triie repentance cancels the writing. That U the 
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mcani)ig|Of our post-office, and I assure* you it is 
m<^st humiliating to be seen there ; for even here 
ot\f perceives the meanness of sucft correspondence, 
the writers pumshJtient consisting in having tc/^read 
Ht o^i; and over again to bisllasting confusiqr)# 

,1 si)mehow could not rest^ill I had been to' inquire 
for letters ; to my great relief there wore none for 
me ! pld as I was, I had after all never been a 
downright Judas, and I felt ready to give thanks for 
that assurance. I had no real satisfaction in the 
feeling^ still, for a moment, it seCmed I had* 

But such letters are not alT: there arc spurious 
documents and false signatures here more than can 
be counted. Let men beware how they put pen to 
papep; writing has a terrible ix)wer of clinging to 
the soul None bu^God Himself can blot it out. 

I never knew more than two people capable of 
teaching me patience — my mother and Lily — Lily's 
influence over me being the stronger by far. My 
mother’s props were propriety arfd diKy ; but Lily 
moved me by that wonderful goodncss.of hers, that 
sunny warmth that emanatcc^ from her loving heart. 
In the exuberance of masculine strength I* often 
inclined to be violent and overbearing, ill brooking 
opposition and delighting in conquering obstacles, 
yi^ding to the* absolutely impossibly only with 
clenched fist^: *submissivcness did not grace my 
natyre. That indomitable spirit of mine would break 
out at times qn our nlemoi:;^ble journey to the south; 
but on tha^ journey, al^, Lily's power over me <las 
fully apparent I was learning from her Haily without ' 
knowjing it, nor did she know it, unconscious as she 
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was of her soul’s beauty : patience was ‘Ofje ()f ^ 
many good things to which she led me. 

We had reached , Lucerne, intending to go over 
the Goihard to Italy. I wanted Lily to have 

the fut|,enjoymertt of o/ossing the Alps, there^ feeing^ 
to my mind nothing m^re beautiful than the sudden 
transition from the austere north to the genial life- 
expanding south ; and passing by the cithard, or 
the Spliigen, or the Simplon, one can gather the 
fulness of all It^ly into one day as it were. 

‘ The, weather at Lucerne was most unfavourable, 
and kept us waiting full eight days. I chafed. Morn- 
ing after morning Lily and I went to the great 
bridge to have a look at the sky ; but little sky we 
saw ; everything was rtdst and spray, hidiwg all 
prospect of lake or mountain'^top. My vexation 
was boundic.ss ; day after day the same miserable 
lookftut ! I thought them wretched, those excursions 
after breakfast, but their memory is sweet. Lily was 
leading me up and down that queer old bridge — a 
wild animal •in chains. It needed but the pressure 
of her soft little hand and my grumblings were 
silenced. * 

How clever she was — how ingenious even — in 
amusing me. Travelled folk will remember that old- 
fashioned structure spanning the Reuss ; it is esvered, 
and the spares between the woodwork that supports 
the roof are filled with antique* pointings — both 
naively* conceived and grotesquely executed. ^Shc 
would suddenly stop now ip front o[ this picture, 
no\v in fror^ of that, her delightful repfarks again 
and again ucstoring my good humohr. 

The weather cleared at last, to our great, satis- 
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faction 1 JVC had gone to the bridge earlier than 
usu^h when suddenly the mists parted, revealing the 
dazjling mirror fro^ shore to, shore; and, rolling 
upward, the cur^ainMiscloscd the mountiin scel^ery, 
4o lov^l^, so grand. We stool, spellbound, wji^hing 
the Jtransformation : the splc<?did expanse of water, 
from which the country rises, height upon height, 
mountain %pon mountain,* the great Alps behind 
them lifting their -virgin whijL*cncss in the radiant 
air. 

The following morning, thcn^\^c started at sun-* 
rise, crossing the lake and thinking hopefully of tlic 
Gothard. The* boatmen doubted the weather, but 
we hoped for good fortune, enjoying the present, 
which had steeped all naturc*in floods of light How 
beautiful it is, how surpassingly beautiful, that alpine 
scenery, lifting you into high regions, still and pure ! 
The first alpine-rose nearly cost me my lifc#~it 
was for Lily. We drove and walked alternately. 
It was^a day the memory of which sank into the 
soul. As the sun went down wc ptisscu^ through the 
wild dark glens that lead to the valley of Ursern, 
the restful beauty of which, ^o simple yet* sublime, 
opens out before you as though earth glorified *wcre 
a fact already. We passed the night in the little 
town of Andcrmatt The following morning — wha’t 
a cf^nge ! The E)oajt-pcople had been gght : snow 
cevered the grAin^ ; a storm swept the vaWey. 

My impatience was by this fresh delay stung to 
frenzy. One d jiy passc*d — a^jothcr — a third ; we con- 
tinued weather-bound. To take it qui^ly was iA- 
possible to me. f set out upon several expeditions 
by myself to explore the neighbourhood^ fraught with 
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danger to life and limb though they 
fearful lest anything should befall me, entreate<J^ me 
to abstain, and to pl^e her I yielded! How sw^tly 
she^Set hAself to reward me! "^hat none could 
have^^ne, she Aid, milking the time pass pl^a^antlyif 
and teaching me patience. She took me about the 
little town visiting the people. The houses and 
cottages seemed all open* to her, and the sigiple folk 
received her like an oJd friend. 

Now it hacj an interest of its own, no doubt, to 
•becomje acquainted with the home-life of tfiis alpine 
retreat, but, after afl, Lily was the centre of all I saw 
and heard. And how should it have been otherwise, 
when she was as a sunbeam gliding from house to 
house, unutterably lovely in her unconsciouu sym- 
pathy, calling up smiles wherever she went, and 
leaving a blessing behind her ! I am sure the people 
thoMght so, feeling the better for having seen her. 
Poverty brightened on beholding her, and suffering 
lessened ; she seemed welcome everywhere \ it was 
marvellous. ^ An* ordinary observer would have said, 
‘ Yes, such is the power of youth and beauty.* But 
a deeper fascination y^ent out from her, since her’s 
were higher graces, known to God. 

The involuntary sojourn against all expectation 
yielded its own gain, enriching life as with •an idyl 
brought home to our minds in Ihat alpine solitu/ie. 

Not that I ceased fretting at tfie delay. One 
evening I asked Lily : * How can you make yourself 
so contentedly glad in ^is^wretched, place, when we 
niight be spending days of delight beyo<id?* 

‘ Oh,* she said, ^ it is not difficult Even though 
we are kepf here against our will, and the place 
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seems and desolate with the gray mists about 
us, yet I know that there is beauty awaiting us on 
the mother sidefof t|je mountain*; a /ew days only, a 
few hours even, gnd ^ may be there/ 

S)le#was growing thoughtful. ‘Philip,' slje' con- 
tinued J)rcsent^, ‘ does it not femind you of life itself? 
The worl(j often seems cold and drcar>^ not yielding 
th(j sunny warmth one craves. • But then we do know 
that Paradise is beyond, — the true home prepared 
for us in the house of our heavenly I;athcr. As yet 
there is a mountain between us the place beyond* 
the mount of crucifixion, of denying ourselves ; it is 
for us to pass it, and then we do reach home, where 
earth’s troubles arc all left behind. . . 

Arfd before long we dfd find ourselves on the 
other side, resting^ frdm the journey in a charming 
villa on the bank of Lago Maggiore. Lily and 1 
were sitting in a j)illarcd hall, listening to the* soft 
cadence of the waters, and enjoying an indescribably 
' enchanting view of the island-dotted lake. Mountains 
-framed the picture beyond, rising fiighc^ and higher, 
earth vanishing into sky — the most distant heights 
scarcely to^be distinguished fipm the white -clouds on 
the sunny horizon. 

From seeming mid -winter we had reached the 
perfeefion of a genial clime. Lily’s hands twined 
white roses and ^myrtles which she had gathered 
ibout the place. She played with the flowers, now 
wreathing them, now unwreathing them. There was 
a bridal purit)^ about th^sey:hildrcn of the south, and 
Lily was hitaelf the sweetest^of blossom^. My heart 
mmed ; I longwi to seize the hands Lwit held thf 
lowe^ and cover them with kisses, bu^ a holy power 
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forbade ma Ever and again I felt as thfugk some 
angel were standing between Lily and myself. • 

‘What are you thinking ofj/ I asked, my voice 
betraying Aiy emotion. 

‘ she said gentf^, lifting her soft gaze, ^rtd m^ 
heart was stilled. ‘ I im thinking of that pdbr dark 
mountain valley we left behind. The mei^nory of it 
seems to enhance the^ beauty we now enjoys deepen- 
ing its riches and oiir. sense of them. And, feeling 
thus, I cannot t^ut bless the time spent on the other 
5;ide of the dividing mountain, though it seemed 
gloomy and cold, and the longing was great. 

‘ Don’t you think, Philip, that one day when we 
have reached heaven, we shall be looking back with 
similar feelings upon thcHroubled times we m?^^ have 
sjxint on earth ? I think wc shall, and that we shall 
be able to bless them, if we now accept them in 
patitfnee and in hope, looking to^God and His dear 
Son. Their memory will even add to the bliss pre- 
pared for us.' 

A strange scrlsation crept through me at these 
words of Lily’s — a holy tremor I might call it, but 
fraught \wth pain. Should I be looking back some 
day Trom the fields of glory, back upon life on earth ? 
Ah, what a life ! I xvould mend my ways — indeed I 
would ! 

i t 

But I n^ver succeeded in climbing that mourvtain 
of which Lely had spoken — the mountain of crucifixiort. 
Its weight, on the contrary, is now upon me, crushing 
me to all eternity. 

" A journey through Italy tor a man ofVny descrip- 
* tion may wfil be called a trial of pa'tience. Custom- 
house-officers^ luggage-porters, guides, hotel-keepers, 
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and thl wjiole tribe of beggars swarm about you like 
persecuting wasps. The miserable greed of that 
clajs of Italitms, with Ijieir fonstant attempts at 
cheating you, ^vas^ more than I could* broolc^ I 
|)ftei\ (elt ready to thrash fcve^ Mother’s , sbn of 
thegi that came in my waf. Hut here also Lily 
was my saving angel. Having frightened her to 
tears on^pe by an outbreak ’of passion, I felt so sorry 
at having grieved ‘her that Twas ready to submit 
all travelling adairs to her decisiop, satisfied she^ 
should ^uidc me — another Una* leading the lioni 
She needed only to place her hand on my arm, 
looking at me 'with her beseeching eyes, and I was 
conquered, no matter what had been the provocation. 
She understood, none bctttr than she, how to deal 
with the meanne.ss that roused me. Blessings fol- 
lowed her where I met hut imprecation. Blessings 
indeed seemed to ^row up about her path whcievcr 
she went, and the blessing included me. I was 
growifl^ better — I felt it. But it must have been a 
delusive feeling after all, for my'hcail was never 
changed, 
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There, are very age^ people in hell, naturafly. To 
be two or three thousand years old, according to 
human computation, is nothing unusual here. There 
are men in this place who lived in the time of 
Sardanapalus, of Cyrus, of Alexander the Great; who 
knew Socrates perhaps, or Cieero, Horace, Seneca, 
and the like. Indeed, who can tell, but some of these 
historic personages themselves are here I There are 
people here who remember the fall of Nineveh, the 
sacking of Troy, the destruction of Jerusalem*; who 
consulted tlft staVs with the Chaldees of old, who 
tended the flocks in the days of Abraham, who 
helped to* build the pynimids of Egypt ; others are 
here to whom Noah preached the deluge., Hell, then, 
would seem to be a fine place for the pursuit of 
history ; but somehow no one cares for that study 
here, thingsi being dead in this place and void, of 
interes^ ‘I myself do not care in the least to become 
acquainted with historic characters— the only longing 
I am conscious of in this respect, being to meet 
with a contfmporary of the Saviour of^. men,— one 
who saw *.nd heard Him, I mean. But it is a 
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fruitless c^Sire. There ai^c many here of course who 
lived in His day, and even listened to His teaching; 
but* although they i^ay they remember, th^y arc^quitc 
incapable of imjiarting anythyig ; cy they spea):*of a 
ifalse^Messiah, of a deceive? the people. There is 
not^a particle pf truth in atll their talk, and it is truth 
I am thirsting for so grievously. Is it not terrible ? 

^But •! am wandering from .my subject: 1 was 
going to say that old people* here #assurc you that 
the atn^ospherc of this place is. fa^t turning intq 
vapemr — a pleasant pro.spect thm if it goes oil ! 

Now, I rerpember noticing tliat empty talk is 
on the increase in the world. Thoughtful men to 
whom I mentioned the observation believed cheap 
litcratfirc and the so-called education of the masses 
to be the probable; cause. 

A strange explanation of tlic aforenamed pheno- 
menon, is it not ? I Vanity of speech on the increase 
— a pleasant prospect truly if it continues ! To be 
sure tTie world could never do ^withojiit its talk, 
but the superabundance is alarming ; a new deluge 
threatens, the spirit is lost in liollow words. The 
world used, to be more simjlle, I am sure, in »lden 
times ; straightfonvard statements, at any rate, used 
to be current much more than they arc now. Invcrv 
tiorj in* all sphere^ is on the increase, the invention 
of pretences r^mjvkibly so. One feels ‘inclined at 
tfmes to call out despairingly: ‘ VVor3s, > words, 
worefe I* as Hamlet did- I am sure words arc the 
dominant power nowadaysNn so-callcc|^ intellecti^l 
pursuits; il?*is rjot the informing spirit, but the 
phrase, which is puffed and offered for saiK It hasT 
transpired, however, that the genius of® talk is^pre- 
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pared to patronise the gci^us of mind, prfmising^ to 
Uvt it from utter neglect but the spirit will have 
Doneiof itj^rrying: *Let me dicyr^l^^ be^the 
•lave^f words ^ 

Another striking oD|crvauon Has been maWhere 
of lute — the number of Vomcn in bell is on •the 
increase, ^ow the emptiness of talk is scarcely a 
suiRdent explanation/ of this fact, but a fact it#is. 
Only half a century a|[0 men u^d to preponderate 
'J)y far ; at the pjesent moment equality Jjas very 
nearly t>een attained; before long, I doubt not, the 
(hirer sex will outnumber the strongei; 

Tnere is a reason for everything, and the cause 
of the effect in qucstion^will appear patent to any 
one looking alx)ut him opcn-c^ed. Education is at 
fault — that watchvvoi^ of modern, times 1 We hear 
much nowadays of woman’s right to be educated. 
Not* a doubt of it, and some few I believe manage 
their own creditable share of culture. It is^not of 
those I wouW sp(^k, but of the training of girls in a 
general way. How, indeed, do we educate them ? 
and is theii^ mind, their heart, the better for the 
teaching *thcy get? Do we bring them to view in 
nature for instance, or in history, the ctcfrnal purpose 
of Ix'auty and of truth ? Are we anxious that they 
should learn to distinguish betwee* the pure and^hc 
impure, the*mcan and the noble, ihc ^altr>^ and'the 
truly great ? that they should seek the ideal in life — 
ay, their own ideal, the crown* of their womanhbod ? 
1% it truth, as it love, /c /each them? and above 
all, do we lead them to Him who js treilh and love 
atcrnal, th^ir God, their Saviour ? 

Do we, I^ask? but no, this is not the 
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first -cliisaL •education our girls get for all their 
goi^prnesses and finishijig - masters I Our girls, 
coming forth from the scfioolrcjom, will jabber their 
two or three foreign tongues, will rattle Iway oij the 
4pianf,/)r sing a song, and Ifeppy ire the that 
need ifct hear it ! Our ©rl^f moreover, are found to 
have a ^mattering of things in general, enabling 
them tQ venture on all of topics concerning 

which they are prefoundly ignorant ; our girls are 
supix)sed to have acquired style ancj deportment to 
boot ; tfie art of dress being neither last npr Icastt 
Every fold of their garments assumes a vital im- 
portance ; but concerning the bent of tlieir hearts, 
who takes the trouble to inquire ? 

It»is vanity, and their Education a farce. Poor 
girls! poor women!* You arc worse olT, I say, in 
these days of culture than you were in the darkest 
of ages when no one dreamt you needed tcaohing. 
In those days you were looked upon as though you 
had iTo souls ; time righted you, and it was allowed 
you were not mere puppets. Nf)w y^u are being 
varnished over by way of education, till your soul 
lies encrusted beneath. 

The good old times, after all, were best ' Our 
grandmothers were brought up for home duties 
chiefly, and lesson-books were of the fewest beyond 
th^r Bibles and theif catechism.* Womcvi knew their 
tailing; they 'accepted it at the hands'^ God, and 
were happy in doing their duty. But now — what 
of it ? the clearest notion^ which girls and, I fear, 
many woqj^n, have of duty nowadays\is, that i^ is 
a bore. 

And what is life, as they take it Is it not to 
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amuse themselves as long as possible, to^liy lawn 
tennis all day and every Iday, to catch i husl^nd 
and have swecf littlj:; bafies — yttle ‘dears, im^es 
of their mother, of course — to be^fasjiionable, shining 
in sdl'i^ty, till ofd ag<^ overtakes them ; is ryaV that 
it ? But there remairt> ^ne thing which never 
mentioned'*— they may die any day and w^ke up in 
hell 1 

Earth, truly, prcsJpts a variety of schools pre- 
paratory for heU^, those which men frequent are bad 
enough^ but those for women — let angels weep ! 

I went for a waTk lately, passing by the gates 
of hell. Understand me aright ; I am not speaking 
of those awful gates of hell set up in defiance of 
the Lord of heaven Hifnsclf, though they cannot 
()rcvail. They arc in the aby:!s I have spoken of, 
which is a far more dreadful place* than this abode 
of ck^ath. I only mean that I passed near the 
entrance of Hades. 

An entrance truly it is, for of your own fr?e will 
you never fjet oift, wide open though you find it 
I cannot tclk whether I contemplated anything like 
an escape; I only know^that on approaching a certain 
boiindary lino an awful ‘ Stop !* rcsourxdcd, and I 
slunk back terrified. 

No one, then, passes out, save under dread com- 
pulsion ; bu^ there is* a flocking jn ^continuously. ^ I 
forget wh^y^fhey say of the death-rat^ in the world, ^ 
is it c/ery minute or every second that a human 
soul goes to eternity? ^Be it as it^may, it is a 
terrible fact {hat the greatef part of th^^^^e who die 
thq^selvcs at these gates hopelessness. 
There is not a more appalling sight in all hell than 
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watchfng|tliis entrance ! .The space beyond is wrapt 
inV shadowy^ mist, out If which iQst souls arc co*n 
stc^tly emerging, ajngly 4r in •troops, di'jwningtupon 
your vision. They are all {quall)^ naked, dipering 
♦but ♦rysex and in age. The beggar and thc+:ing arc 
notfto be knpwn from oi/e another, both arriving in 
like miserable nakedness. ^ That abject rniscry is the 
cf^mmoii mark of unredeemed . humanity, sol upon 
all the children oC Adam coining Jiither, no matter 
what station was theirs in life. "J h(#y h.ivc all corn^ 
b)’ the same road, broad and «(oleasant at first, but 
terrible at it*^ latter end. As they approach the 
gates they arc seized with fear and trembling, and 
pass them in an agony of despair. 

Tfte love of amusement nowadays scarcely stops 
short of the harassing; men Igvc to f'ast ui)on any- 
thing that c.xcitcs their unhealthy fancy. Hut I 
a.ssurc you I have-not sunk to tliat state of caftous- 
nc^s which could look upon the dreadful scene un- 
moveTT. ' All these arc coming to^.sharc my misery I’ 

I cried. Say not it was comj)]arenc^ ck^thed in 
pity ; there was something not altogether mean in 
my sympathy. I could hate wept for them^as I 
long to weep for myself. 

Yet, after all, I felt fascinated by the sight, 
anjl tore myself f^way with di/TicuIty ; the picture, I 
knotv, would me into *whatcv(;^^olitudc I 

fhight plunge. 

How rich is life, h^w full of enjoyment! I see 
it now where inothing *s T?ft to comCprt the sq^]. 
My life, I tio cannot but own, was overflowing with 
blessings ; how many moments I can cAll to min4 
that seemed welling over with content *• 
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The sound of a certain, bell keeps coining back 
to* my inward ear. I hearHt ringing, ringing, aiKl it 
vibrates through myinmoiit sou^ It is the beK of 
evem^ong, to whjch I )oved to listen in days gone 
by. Aiid as I hear it, the sounds call up a scene o# 
beauty rich with the hues memory. I sec waging 
cornfields, like sheets of gold between the sombre 
woodlands and the w/nding stream ; I see toweripg 
mountains lifting th6ir rocky ’ heights into the 
•‘burnished colou.*3 ^f the west ; I see the sun sinking 
on the horizon, varishing in a wealth of roseate 
sheen. And twilight spreads her wings, a deep 
holy calm enwrapping nature. I say a holy calm, 
for the sounds of the ringing bell arc burdened 
with a message of peace to the soul. The smoke 
ascends from the cottages about, gnd the incense of 
prayer rises from many a heart Those whom love 
unites gather in unity. The children nestle by their 
mothers knee awaiting the father returning from 
work. And whcij he has come, they close the door 
upon the outside world, upon the troubles and hard- 
.ships too that daily life may bring. Or if some 
caus« of care will not ‘be banished, there is love at 
hand to deal with it ; yea, it helps to nurture that 
love whose deepest roots are sunk in sorrow. 

Would I were that poor labouier returning fr,om 
the field h^,^tills in 'the sweat df his |brow ; or <:hat 
barefocKtid youth keeping the cattle on the lea ! 

The evening bell continues /inging, ringing, t6 my 
ea*' ; but tha message it Car^ries now ic : 

‘Too late ! too late I* 

Ah, littTc bell, my longing is lumed to despair I 
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I REVERT to my childhood, ft was the eve of Aunt $ 
Betty’s birthday. My present had been waiting for 
ever so long ; I gloated over it in .secret with dis- 
tracted feelings ; I would not for worlds have 
betrayed it prematurely, yet I longed to let her 
guess at the w6ndcrful surjJrise in store for her. 
Thus divided in my childish mind I .sought hej little 
room ih the twilight. 

She was not there, and I grew impatient I must 
needs look for something to amuse m^. But there 
was nothing that owned the charm (^f novelty. I 
gazed about, yawning, when a large m^tth on the 
window caught my eye. That called me toVtion, 
and, forgetful of all Aunt Betty’s pious injunctions 
to leave God’s creatures unmolested, I forthwith ^t 
ub a chase. Nor >vas it long, before J had caught 
• the hapless ihsect ; it fluttered anxioiWOut I held 
it fast, bent upon examining it, when sudd2hly Aunt 
Betty entered. Ovrfrtak^ in my boyish cruelty, I 
closed m>i^hand upon the little prisc^er, and stood 
trembling. 

Aunt Betty, however, did not seem to notice tHat 

‘t 
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I was ill aft ease, and turned to me with, hert usual 

kindness. I felt very mi^^rable, and col^versat^n 
would not flow, *50 she top me a story, her usyal 
device whcn^she thought i nced:^d rousing. Now, 
whatfcrcr her stories might be worth,— and they j^ere 
not by ahy means always^ inventions of genius, -i-t^jcy 
were sure to culminate in some sort of moral which 

t 

never failed to impress me. - Aunt Betty’s story on this 
occasion led up to the statement— God seeth thee f 

The words fell on me like judgment ; involun- 
tjirily I hid m/ h?Lnd behind my back, my heart 
l)cating, 'ready to bur^t. 

‘You must know, darling,’ Aunt Betty went on 
unconsciously, ‘that God sits upon His holy throne, 
an angel on His right hand, and another on Hir left, 
each having a book before him. And the angel to 
the right marks down iill the good, Tiowever little or 
weak, which man strives to do w'hile he lives on 
earth ; that angel is always snrflling a heavenly 
smile. But the angel on the left is full of wee^ang, 
as he notes down the evil deeds of men. And at 
the last day, when the great reckoning has come, a 
voice is heard from the throne — “ Give up the 
books !” And then our deeds arc examined ; if there 
is more evil than good, and we have not repented 
of** it humbly, and received forgiveness of sin, it 
will go ill w’ith us I \Vc shall be fof ever w^ailing m 
the evil plac^^'^* 

This ‘ending of auntie’s story troubled me 
greatly. I pressed my hand '^together closer and 
closer, feeling j'lt the same time as though a live coal 
>vcre burning my palm. ' It w^as conscience which 
burned. Th*e poor moth must have been dead long 
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before, vot I felt as though it were still fluttering 
u^hin nty grasp, trying to free itself from the unkind 
hold. ‘ God*scctl) all tljings/, said auntie; ‘a^dwe 
must answer tc^ Hihi for all our deeds at the lasjt^day!’ 
% Selt-control was at an end ;*«a floocl of tcarij came to 
tht rescue ; and, unable ytof?ay a single worcl, 1 held 
out my palm to Aunt Betty, the crushed moth 
witnessing against me. 

She understood at onca, and drawing me to 
her heart she first pointed to, tlie wrong ql 
cruelty* ; but added her own sjj'cct words oLconsolA- 
tion, that God would forgive me if my tears could 
tell Him I was sorry. Ikit I was not able at once 
to grasp this assurance, sobbing piteously. Never 
was •there anything more* tender, more full of love, 
than Aunt Hetty’s \Vays wherj comfort was needed. 
And presently she made me kneel down and ask 
God to forgive me. It was she who pra)<^d, I 
repeating the words after her. l^ut they came 
fron^ my heart, and never was there more sincere 
repentance. * v 

And then she told me another st»)ry, and that 
Storys too,^must have its mciral. JVessing* mc^ close 
to her hcarX she exhorted me to look to G(xl in all 
my doings, and turn to Him in prayer my life logg. 
Wherfever I had^ done anything amiss I should tell 
ifipi so witji oontritc hcatt, bcg^jjng Him to 
•forgive me, and promising Him siiice?^ that I 
would try not to do so again. Then the Lord 
God would igty me in I+is mercy, aijd I need ^not 
fear the dj&adful book. 

As for the pftor moth, wc buried it sorrowfully in * 
one of auntie’s flower-pots. We gava it a coffin of 
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rose leaves, so that the mangled corpse hot be 
touched by the covering earth. 

My heart was light agf in when I left the liitlc 
roonv^ But^all that night I was troubled in dreams. 
Again ^d again I heard the dreadful words,/ Give# 
up the books!* And, \va{cing, I sat up in lied« to 
find myself in the dark. I had never known 
before what it was to ‘‘be afraid of the dark; now 
I knew. 

The following morning, as soon as I was dressed, 
r ran to.Aunt Betty^s^door, finding it locked contrary 
to habit * It is me, auntie!’ I cried, and was 
admitted directly. But I stood still, amazed ; the 
tears ran down Aunt Betty’s face. On the table 
before her there was thrf most marvellous artay of 
queer old things, which I did* not remember ever 
having seen. Indeed, such was my amazement and, 

I must add, my grief, that I forgot all about the 
precious present I had come to deliver. My first 
clear idea was that Aunt Betty too perchance h\ight 
have crushec'" a mdlh ; but a brighter thought super- 
vened, ‘Auntie,’ I whispered, pressing close to her, 
‘didnt you say last night that God seeth all things? 
Docs He see you are crjdngp’ 

Aunt Betty started, a flood of light illumining her 
features : 

‘ Yes, dailjng,’ sh6 said, ‘ tha«k^ you ! He does 
know al). ^irngs and He knows my tears ; it is very 
wrong of me to forget it He does not only know 
thejn, but Ha counts thenfe !’ * 

And quicRly she dried them, showing Ine her own 
’old smilingf face. ^ 

‘C^ you. not see, my child, how the Lord has 
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wiped thjprn away ? He needs but look upon poor 
hiftnan eyes find they ct^e crying.* 

^ ‘ But why did ^ou cry, auntie ? 

•That is mAre than you fould understand, idearic. 

* I afh#forty years old this* dAy, but wliy need I cry ? 

* wrty should I, even if I /v'ere an old maid of.sixty or 
eighty? ay, and if He wijl have me liv6 till I am a 
hundred, I will not murmur^ . Come and sit down 
by me, that I may talk to y6u/ ^nd she began : 

• Y^rs ago, my child, there ^vasi a young girl m 
pretty as she was foolish. S\w believed thc*world to 
be indescribably beautiful, and that all its glories were 
waiting to be showered into her lap. There was no 
harm in this illusion in itself ; but it was hurtful 
because altogether untrue. The world is not meant 
to be so delightful to any of us. The girl herself 
was really pretty, and when people told her so, she 
would* cast dowij her eyes, feeling as thou^ she 
mu^ sink into the ground for shyness. 

• There was one especially w^o told her so times 
without number. And he was beautf^ul without a 
doubt — strong, manly, and winning. FIc was a sailor. 
It was a >ime of war, and hF commanded \ privateer. 

• She Idved him dearly, with all her heart There 
was a ball one day — do you know what a ball .is? 
U is a queer thing — a mixture of angelic delight and 
deVilish invention.^ One is carried atej^ floating, as 
it were, in the airy spaces between hcavc?V^nd earth 
an*d hell— at least 4 think so. . . . Well, when the 
ball w^as eye? he entreatcil her for on^ of her glpvcs. 
There was* notjiing she could have refused him at 
that moment, I believe. He had it — iftid here you 
see |ts fellow I* 
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And she showed me nuijiber one of her relics — 
an'ancicnt kid gl6>vc. 

‘ But the young girl’s tSarent^ said he was 
adventurer and ryDt fit ,l:o marry into a respectable 
family. tThat was her'firs't grief. Still he hqpl^her 
heart; jhe said she would ^ never love another, ^d* 
they were [ibrmitted at last to be engaged to one 
another. This is thc,ring he gave her! 

* Now she sw^ in happiness. One voice only 
h all the universe ^had power over her heart, and 
tfuit voice was his. Jt might have been true that 
he was not without many and grave faults, but she 
loved him just as he was. He might have sunk 
lower and lower, I believe she would have loved him 
still, hor, once the heart \ias been given away truly 
— but that is more than you can uivicrstand. Well, 
he went to sea, and returned. It was a splendid 
vesscl^which he commanded, the ‘Wjking” they called 
it. One capture after another he made, and jj^rew 
rich upon the prize^ taken. But people said money 
never remaij^^d with him ; he was careless of it, and 
prone to gambling. This is the ship !’ 

stowed me a little picture representing a 
schcKjncr skimming over the bluest of seas; 

His absence sometimes was long. But they 
exchanged letters whenever opportunity offered — 
such letters I All her soul was'irb heys. And as 
for his — here they are!* 

She pointed to a packet of ffded lettcis, carefully 
tied^together \jjith a once i^se-coloured ribbon. 

‘ And then there came a time when news ceased. 
\\ihat she felt and sufifered in those sad days 1 
cannot tell you. At last she heard again. He was 
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ill — l^e letter said — very ill in a foreign seaport. 
Winter Was approachiijg, but she would not , be 
d^erred. 'Pakin^ her trusted m^id with h(jr, she 
ket out upon the journe^, and found hini in misery. 
He^had been wounded io a^dueI-*-what that is you 
n^d^not know, but here is#the bullet ! 

‘ She nulled him ar/d he recovered,; sfie freed 
him from his liabilities, paying all his debts. Full 
df contrition, and with a njAv heart apparently, he 
returned with her; his promises* satisfied her and 
her faPhily. He would give if[j privatccrjng, and 
take the command of a mcrciTantman instead. She 
should go wifh him as his wife. 

‘ Once more they were to separate and then be 
united for life. He went® to visit his relations and 
settle his affairs. 

‘The weeks |fassed, the wedding-day approached. 
Happy hour that should crown her hoj)CJ^ heal 
her gr!cfs, and reward her for all past suffering! 
Th^ wedding-dress was ready. This is the wreath 
— do you know the bridal bloss(ims ? ^^oor wreath, 
it is faded now and shrivelled, but jt will last, I 
think, while two eyes arc le^t to look upog it fondly, 
for the sake of the love that came and went 

‘ There was another letter. He had set out to 
join her, but turned half-way, never to sec her aga*in. 
Here is that sadd^.st of lettens ; what, tears it cost 
ther — what pangs — to answer it ! 

Was l^e wicked ? I do not think so, but very 
heedless. He had sbrrowded him.sclf with difficul- 
ties, and t}jere was but one way out V)f them : *onc 
heart must be broken. His uncle, who ^dopted him,* 
had B, daughter — God bless her ! He had engaged 
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himself twfcc over ; men, I fear, can do such things 
Hq could redeem his pledge to one only, i He ^ 
his duty by her, \frho perhaps had suffered most Jor 
him, and wko — but let that pasil They say that 
he settled down And ni^de her a good husband.^ I 
trust the*Lord has forgiven him the sins of his J^onth.^ 
*Buf for .that other one' who gladly would have^ 
sacrificed her all for his sake, happiness was dead 
and gone, her beauty fading with her hopes. Slk 

g rew old, and j)cople began to find her plain. She 
ad nothing left* to ‘live for — in herself I mean — so 
she lived for others. The world is bad, but men 
need sympathy ; t/uy arc not all bad, but many are 
unhappy, suffering, and poor. The old maid has 
found comfort in God, hen Lord and Saviour.* ^ 

She stopped, and carefully sot herself to pack up 
her treasures. 

Acd that accomplished, she turned to me smiling ; 

‘ I have done for a year !’ she ^aid ; let us think 
of breakfast now.’ 

I, of coui^e, hall not taken in the meaning of 
her story, nor, was there any need. She had felt a 
longing to* unburden herjelf to human ears ; she had 
done ^o, but her secret was hers. 

Now I remember her words, understanding them 
as* I did not then ; I am able to enter into her 
feelings now-r-those feelings of h^r fortieth birthday, 
when she^4he so-called old maid,* polired out hcri 
heart to the child. 

At dinner Aunt Betty apifcarcd unusuaiiy gay, 
mating the ftnnicst little speeches, andjkeeping us 
*in the best <jf humour all that day. * 

But those words of hers, * God sceth thee,' would 
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rctunf to •me often, even in later years. They had 
b^n woAls of comfort t () my pious old aunt ; to me 
they sounded* as tl^e trum^ts qf judgment, so different 
was I from hey! ‘And xhen the time tame yjicn I 
Icargi^ to disregard those wor^s entirely — wljcn it was 
jnothing to me to crush rt!any a creature of God’s 
making, that* because oi my touch nevor would lift 
wing c^gain. 

To pass tne umc scenic lU UllU the chi^l 
objects* in life, and how to ^a*ss it a question cTti 
which the most ingenious inventions have been 
brought to bear. Whether the wickedness or the 
folly of the endeavour is the more deplorable is 
difTi(?ult to say. There ate few phrases showing the 
perversity of the \s^rld more fully than this current 
expression, to pass tiu tinu! Time and life are in- 
separable ; men want to live ; they conscqucn4ly try 
to pass away the time, and yet it is time which 
yields the fulness of existence, lx: it in sorrow or in 
joy. To pass the time is considered liyjive ; but at 
the end of time stands Death, with hour-glass and 
sickle, waiting for the last ^ains to run «uL Pass- 
ing the time, then, may be tantamount to slow self- 
murder. Men are anxious to pass it away as though 
i^ wdi*c a frightfpl monster — an enemy to life and its 
enjoyment— ^ne\ep^thinking tlfJit the jjoal enemy may 
• be coming when time has vanished. If would 

but understand that time is their most precious gift 
— a grace qf heavenly M’ul ness — and that all^ the 
treasures of the East can never make up for a day 
wasted, for an fcour lost ! And if a single hour 
be ^ rich in blessing, what then must time itself be 
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worth, lying before us as a shoreless ocean?! But 
thQ entire blessedness of tfte gift will coiiie to ^lle 
belicvjng heart only ip the kingdom to come, wh«re 
lx)vc^ijules \fhich made the time. ' 

In hcjl, where ^everything is seen in its own frue 
light, the passing of tiwe, or rather time passed, 
assumes* an awful significance ; for truth and reality 
arc upon us. It was time which, for us also, included 
the largess of life — the manifold bler>sings shed abroad 
Ijy the hand of G*od. Time is past now, and hope 
Iras fled.. Ay, we ourselves are thrust out of it, never 
' to enter again ; time for us has vanished, leaving 
existence behind. 

One of the great sources of amusement on earth 
for the beguiling of dull lime is the theatre. Well, 
we too have a theatre, though tirtie with us needs no 
more whiling away. Old habit only is its raison 
Women need something here to incite their 
fancy, men something to meet their craving — not 
to mention the question of foc^d for fashionable c'on- 
versation. weather here to be talked 

about, so we ruust fall back upon the theatre. 

Acting Avith us is carried out in a magnificent ii 
peculiar style, the like of which is not possible in 
the world, not even in Paris, that theatre of theatres. 
True, we are poor in dramatic world's, for not many 
plays of poct’.'T igventicfn are so glaiingly immoral that 
they arc hell ; the greater number being vapid 

rather than wicked, no one cares for ♦^hem here. 
But we have resources outdoing* anything dreamt of 
by stage managers upon earth ; for we ne-trly always 
acj life — re^l occurrences that is — the actors being 
the very perpetrators of tlie things set in scene 
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That if to» say, they commit over again on hell’s 
stagf the teeeds of their earthly life. The theatra- 
going public with us then do nqt fceS upon imagina- 
tion, but on flat jealfty, th^ child of illusi<§n. ,, 

I Of stage managers there^ is no lack h<jre, but 
tleiiig IS no enviable teisk. ^It needs their utmost 
exertion to odtdo one arfother in produaing things 
horrible ^or piquant ; for j^eo^lle here also desire to 
be *tickled, blas^ though they j6e. So the harassed 
manager rushes about seeking for soyie spicy occur- , 
rence, softie sensational wickedness ; and having got’ 
it, he must look for the men and women who did it, 
though they be* roaming in the farthermost places of 
hell. Find them he must, and having found them, 
there is no help for them ; flicy must play their part. 

Let me give an example. 'IJiere is a piece which 
made a great hit* here lately, called the ‘Jewel 
Robbery,’ a most satanic mixture of seduc^’on, 
murder, and theft* A handsome woman, good- 
naturffi, but silly, is intentionally led astray, as a 
means only; the object being a *famos^ robbery, 
necessitating two frightful murders besides. A piece 
full of the most unwholesome effect, you «ce, ^and 
not invented by exaggerating playwright’s fancy; but 
a reproduction, in all minutest details even, of horrible 
facts. The daily papers were full of it at the time. 
They^are all heje w^howere mixed up in jtf continuing 
to play the part that brought them hither.^’* ^ou will 
undciKtand frpm this that we could not act virtuous 
pieces even if the audience (fcsired them the needful 
actors not being procurable ! 

Our theatre, ritvertheless, plainly has the advan-^ 
tage, since real murderers, villains, and profligates arc 
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here to take their parts, and all the piecaes given are 
scenes of actual life ; oiir dramatis pehsona, ^hen, 
though forced lo play, do so with singular vivucity 
ancj^truthMness. If goAd people, are required, by 
way of dupes and victims, we fall back upon ^yp<> 
crites^ who delight in' the opportunity of shmm 
forth thcii; special talents, and indeed they manage 
their assumed character Very cleverly. 

Moral laws naturally are quito out of the question ; 
there is no eventual victory of goodness, nor need 
the tripmph of wickedness be sustained. ITay-acting 
in hell is quite independent of rules, either moral or 
dramatic, pieces simply being carried to the point 
they reached in life. 

The scenery is unrivUled, — illusion of course, but 
the illusion is perfect. It is quite within our power 
to imagine any place, the surroundings of the original 
plot, mere jugglery, but appearing most real. These 
scenes sometimes arc wondcrfufly impressive, many 
a spectator, at the unexpected sight of well-Known 
places, fallyig a jirey to hopeless longing. 

ElTectiva, then, as these representations are, they 
are a torment alike to, actor and audience. In this 
also we arc driven to own the one law paramount 
that makes inclination here a terrible compulsion — 
not leaving so much as a desire even tliat k might 
be otherwise. 



LETTER XV. 


Should the idea present ils(!lf to you to publish 
these letters, you have my full permission for doing 
so — not tliat I write them with this view primarily. 
And ^)eoplc very likely wiM doubt their genuineness. 
'Even supposing sohIs in hell to be able to wiite 
letters,’ they will* say, ‘ how ’should their missives 
reach the upper world ? ' 

People arc strangely inconsistent. The man lives 
not tho has not heard of spirits and ghosts, while a 
great many actually believe in supernatural appear- 
ances. Now supposing there are ghosl,s, why should 
not ghost letters be conccivjjblc ? And wjiat muic 
natural thap to imagine that some restless Spirit, 
permitted to revisit former scenes, should somehow 
mediate such communication ? 


'Such is indeed t^ fact in tho present psc. Count 
the* letters you h'ave had from me, ana'bc^urc that 
so many ghosts have been to your dwelling. Do not 


be horrified! 
miy wandertpg 


I do bot entrust my confessions to 
soul, but only to respectable spiftts. 


Indeed, if the nitural shrinking of mortal man were 
nnt in.vour wav. you might find some of them wortli 
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the knowing. In any case I pledge the^n tO| polit( 
behaviour, that they shall nowise harass jAu, bu4#d( 
thcir^ errand unsScn. ^ Not all ghosts hcive a characte 
for ^worryii^ mortals ; sdne, tjje contrary, ar< 
exceedingly trustworthy, and could be sent any^jhcrc; 

Be it known to you,Hhen, that whenever you Jin^ 
yourself possessed of fresh news frdm me, some 
ghost has been to your house that night i^id you 
not find a letter beneath your desk lately — on the 
^floor I mean ? This is how it was. On leaving off 
^vriting^ the eveniri^ before, you left your pen and 
pencil crosswise on the table — quite by accident, I 
dare say ; but my messenger, on perceiving the holy 
sign, was seized with such a fit of trembling that he 
dropped the letter and sf>cd away. And whil(f I am 
about it, I would ask you to get rid of the super- 
numerary cocks in your farmyard ; the pierdng 
call lof the bird of dawn may be all very well 
in your cars, but to us it bears a terrible warning, 
reminding us of a day to come, the day of reslrtrcc- 
tion and fipal defbm, which we know must come, 
however distant it be. 

My handwriting I dare say is not very legible ; I 
hope' you will excuse it There is not a pen to be 
had here but what has been worn out in the sendee 
ol falsehood or injustice. The papjr too is wretched. 

1 could find nothing but som^ old documents to 
serve the* purpose, and upon examining them more 
closely I do believe they are nothing less than the 
false decretals of 853 — nice ^material to write on! 
As for ink, alas, my friend, what shoula you say if 
it were my very heart-blood I write with? It is 
black enough no doubt I 
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I feed <iot tell you that my letters will not beat 
ke«fing. %They fade away in daylight You can 
only preserve’ their contents by copying theifi on 
the spot. 

I T^his preipv.... — . 

fty ihe* hand of a remarkabl* personage — one of the 
many interesting acquaintances I have, made here 

who IS about to revisit the* earth. He is one of 

the famous knighte of Charles the Hold, who met 
their death by the brave lances of'the Swiss at the; 
battle (ff Murten. Proud and noble is his Jjcanng,* 
and he goes fully armed, from f^c spur on his heel to 
the plume on his helmet; but the spurs do not clink, 
and the plume will not wave. He carefully keej^ 
his vteor closed, so that I have no knowledge of his 
face, although I seeth to know him intimately from 
his' conversation. ’ 1 believe he feels ashamed. Ic 
cannot forget that he, the famous champion, renoivned 
for many a victorious encounter, met his death by 
the Hand of an ordinary pea.sant , . . 

It is the consciousness of his figh dignity which 
prevents him from mixing freely with, people. He 
lives like a hermit almost, inpnured in his Qwn jiridc. 
It was mere accident that gained me his notice. I 
was delivering a panegyric in some public locality 
concefning the njerits of the wine of Beaune, stating 
that I had diun^ k on the spbt. V^^hen the com- 
pany had dispersed I found myself aloHe .j^ith him 

of the armciir. , , . • . 

‘You have been to • Burgundy ? ^ he queried, 

hollow-voicid. 

‘ I have, sir.’* 

‘ And to Beaune, near Dijon ? ’ 
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* I have, sir knight/ 

C6te d’or, thou glorious, nevcr-to-txt^forgo^n 
country ! ' he murmured, beneath the visor. And 
tumigg upc^i his^hcel he IdTt me to my cogitations. 

That, was the beginning of our acquaintance ; It 
met him again, and he rfjbpeared to take to me. ‘Hcl 
gave me many a glowing description of The splendour 
surrounding Charles ^the Bold, of his glorious army, 
of the great future then apparently in store for 
JBurgundy, of tljc battles and tournaments that had 
I'nriched him with troohies. But he never mentioned 
either Granson or Murten. On the other hand, he 
was anxious to learn from me the present condition 
of the once famous Burgundy, the power and exploits 
of France, the modern perfections of the art oi war, 
and the tactics of battles. He tould listen to me for 
hours. 

Bat what interested him most, and gained me his 
confidence fully, was my telling him about my sojourn 
in the Cevennes, and the days I spent in exploring 
the charming hill-range deserving so fully its appella- 
tion of C6tC‘d’or. Never enough of detail could I 
give him concerning my knowledge of those scenes 
of beauty. He would guide me, putting question 
u^n question ; but it was as if one question kept 
hovering on his lips which he dared not ask.' My 
recollections* brought me at la.:t to Castle Roux. 
He starfjd* visibly as I named it, and grew silent, 
waiting breathlessly for what I might vokmtecr. 

^Much mi^ht be said ebneeming that castle. It 
is a mountain fastness of ancient date, nr.bdem times 
‘ having restored it in fanciful style ; *1ts owner being 
proud of it as of a relic of antiquity, and inhabiting it 
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or se^jeral .months in the year. The family is old, 
)uV/he ordinal title of Roux has yielded to another 
larne well kndwn in the annals of Prance. 

The old cajtle^ inteifesting in its^f, is rich 
in cariosities besides, ar? account dl* all 

lhat, might be seen withifi the venerable walls, 
Jescribing the labyrinthine passages, the^ quctr, old, 
winding-stairs leading to all €orts of secret places, 
th^ lofty battlements comm^tiding a view of the 
fertile tracts round about ; I spokfc of the dismal 
keeps hfewn into the rock, where hipless prisoners* 
for years might dream of the^'anished daylight ; 1 
mentioned the armoury and the great hall filled 
with the cognisances of knighthood. In short 1 
took nny visored friend right through the castle, 
one door only remaining closed to my roaming 
description, that of the so-call5d red chamber which 
I myself had not entered. I had been told^that 
never rAortal foot ‘should cross its threshold again. 
Centuries ago something terrible had happened in that 
room — what ? I could not learn. • The old steward, 
who acted as my* guide on the occasiog df my visit, 
communicative as he was in a general way,^was most 
reserved copceming the past history of the filmily, 
but some account had been given me in the little 
village inn where I spent a couple of nights, and 'it 
clung to men^ory. ^ 

• toncerning tfic secret chamber no one seemed 
to know anything, but I learned a wonderful story 
of the so-called ‘ Colfl Hand.' Whenever the head 
of the family for the time being — so the tale ran— is 
about to commk some act detrimental to the honour • 
or welfare of the house, he is warned at the decisive 
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moment \)y the toucli of a cold hand At tl 
very moment he stretches forth his owi^^ hand^l 
it in friendship l)r in enmity, an icy hand, invisibl 
is laid — nc^ always upon his hand^; — sometimes c 
his Vheek, on hfs nec,k, .or upon the crown of h 
head. "’Through centuWes and up to the pr^er 
time the ‘ cold hand * in this manner has swayed th 
fortunes of the family. The influence was experience 
last when the late ovviier, who died but recently, W£ 
about to tie the nuptial knot The festive compan 
'was gathered ih the great hall ; he had just takei 
hold of* the pen to sfgn the marriage-contract, whei 
the icy touch of a cold hand closed upon his fingers 
He staggered, turned white as a corpse, and droppec 
the pen. Neither prayc-* nor menace could prevai 
with him to make him fulfil his engagement ; th( 
wedding never took place. 

I^concluded by saying that it remained, of course 
with the hearer to credit the stoi^^ ; some Delieved 
such family traditions — some did not ; one could 
but form one’s own opinion. 

"1 he vi^bred knight, however, did not appear to 
think there were two ideas about it His head 
shook slowly, and the hollow voice made answer : 

‘ It is true, man, every word of it I am the last 
Count of Roux ! . , . I am the Cold Hand !’ 

I shrunk ^back terrified and Mood trembling,^ for 
so powerful aTe the instincts of mcu-tal life that they 
cleave to us still : why should one shrink from a 
fellow-ghost in hell, wherCcall hands are cold ? 

The Count stood groaning. 

* Hear me,’ he said ; * I will tell you my story.* 

I could but listen, and he began : 
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• ^ hav^ never yet discovered what cause brought 

inf to this place of punishment, unless it be the fact 
thut overmuch p^ety govern(^d me in life. J was 
ruled by the ,prit?sts, t^y^ and jSoul,#and obeyed 
they- behests blindly. - ^ 

• ‘5ome centuries ago % colony from Provence 
^had settled ‘in the vallfcys of the Cev^nnes ; they 
were ^uiet people, and *paftcrns of diligence, the 
neighbourhood indeed had.*only gained by their 
presence. Peaceful and harmless, *they seemed glad 
of the* retreat they had founc^. * Put then Uiey wei^ 
heretics, forming a religious community, a remnant 
of the Albigenses in fact .At first they kept their 
creed to themselves ; but by degrees, feeling settled 
in their new home, thc^ confessed their heresies 
openly, attempting dven to gain others to their views. 
They claimed the right for ever)' Christian to read 
the Bible for himself; and repudiated anything that 
was not in keepnig with the Scriptures and the 
teaching of the Apostles. That was dangerous doc- 
trine, and could not fail to call Torth the resistance 
of the clergy. The .struggle reached ite height about 
the time I entered upon manhood. As m obedient 
son of the Church I closed my eyes to harm accruing 
to myself, and drove them mercilessly from my 
domifiion. It \^ias a crusade in small, a repetition 
of^lbigensii^n pejsecution. The third part of my 
county was laid# waste ; devastation reigned where 
thrift and wealth had flourished, and I myself had 
done it. Nothing but the assurance | that so dj^e a 
sacrifice would gain me a high place in heaven could 
uphold me thrdbgh the pangs of loss, and the prie.«it5* 
did their best to strengthen my belief 
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'And yet I lived to rue it The Churchi for ^^hich 
I had done so much would not do anything* for n|ft, 
at least not what I wanted. I wished lo marry tke 
lovely .LadyKTyrilJe de Brev^ille, btfit v^as refused dis- 
pensatior; because she wus a distant cousin. Endjess 

were the difficulties, the ^"humiliations I undeiavent 

* 

Entreaty, menace, promise *of money Availed not. 
My gracious Liege interfered ; it was vain. I my- 
self went on a pilgrimage to Roma Two years hafl 
been spent in m^ortifying endeavour when at last I 
gained n?y end. * ^ 

‘ Indeed, had it been in my power to recall the 
Albigenscs, I would have done it, so wroth was I. 

‘ Cyrille then became my wife, doubly dear for 
the battle that had won her, and for the faithful 
endurance with which she clave* to ma For I had 
had a dangerous rival in the Count of TournailRs. 

I here stood nothing in the way of a marriage with 
him ; but she had preferred to wait till I could 
lead her to the altar. For some five or six yt)ars 
1 was in a^eaven^ of bliss. Our union had been 
blessed with I'.vo children, a boy and a girl. What 
so few can. say, we could: our happiness was com- 
plete. Then the time came when Duke Charles 
cabled his vassals to arms. Knighthood loved to 
obey, but it was a wrench to affection. I w’cnL 
You kncNjf^thc history’’ of that pnfcjrtunate war ; 
how, having conquered Lorraine, we faced the Swiss. ♦ 
Granson, Murten — terrible names I It if^ a mystery 
to fnt to th|s day how came about ; I doubt 
not that unearthly powers interfered. I fell at 
Murten, and lifting my eyes agaiit, found myself 
here. 
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* I| who had built upon the assurance of having a 
pl#::e in l^eaven, to be thrust into^hell by the hand 
oPa low-born chyrl 1 I shall never get over the 
disgrace. And loviitg \yfe, my darling children 
. — sjrpngcr than the feeling of shame was thy longing 
ifoi* them. It drove me Back to earth, a ^restless, 
Vandering soul. 

^ ‘ Nyver shall I forget tha^ Jirst spirit journey in 
mist and darkness! I drew near my own old home, 
a )stranjgcr, an outcast, sick and [oncly at heart*: 
feeling as those must feel wli^ in the dead of night 
follow the ways of sin. Every noise made me 
tremble ; I shuddered at the falling leaf. It was 
agony. Why did I not turn on my path and hie 
me Ifack to hell ? You ^^ell may ask — but I was 
driven onward, ^ tcVrible constraint was upon me. 
Sfowly I went from place to place, every well-known 
spot acting its individual pain; I drank the •dregs 
of memory. At last I reached the castle, on which 
ihe^fitful moonlight cast a spectral glimmer. 

‘ What a change ? Surely f was t]ic same 1 
had always been, but there was smnething that 
made me, feel a stranger tc^ myself I Oh* for, tears 
to weep! *1 spurned them in the days of life, but 
now, what would I not have given for a hcalipg 
tefir?' Vainest • longing ! I stood and trembled, 
hoij-or-struck^ as* art the sight* of a% ghost; yet 1 
•myself was the ghost — let others fear! ^Vas ever 
such a reception I '^'he wind moaned in tree- tops, 
doors creaked, shadows glided througi passagcf^ — I 
stood listening ; the dogs whined, the cattle were 
restless, my onfc favoured charger moved uneasily * 
in his stall 
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‘ As a thief I entered my own’ castle^ stole up 
the staircase, Stid passed noiselessly from room Vo 
room/ But the place /elt forsaken, empty, and cdld. 
My children^ I m^st see thhm fii^L I found them 
in the swpct sleep of inilbcence, cradled in health -and 
beauty.^ Never till that^'moment had I known thel 
despair of l«ve. My eyes 'beheld them, life of my 
life, yet mine no more. I lonc^cd to embrace thepp, 
press them to my heart, But dared not — simply dared 
not I could bi^t groan and hie me away. ^ 

‘ On J went, the well-known way, to my own old 
chamber with the nuptial couch. That room is 
locked now and never entered by mortal foot — the 
room of the mystery. Overpowered with feelings 
unutterable, I lingered on 'the threshold, so near to 
seeing her again, / 

‘ And I saw her — asleep in the arms of another, 
the arms of my former rival, the Count of Toumailles. 
I stood for a moment, rooted to the ground. How 
beautiful she was — beautiful as ever. But oh, ''the 
depth of tprmcnt ! I, to whom her love had been 
pledged for •ever and aye, forgotten, betrayed ! 
“Hapless woman!” I groaned, “is it thus thou 
keepest thy vow ? is it thus thou art loyal to my 
mpmory ?” 

* I stood clenching my fists in helpless rage, and 
gnashing my* ^^cth. What could I do? Let me 
wake hct.at least; she shall see meh And stretching 
forth my hand across the well-known bed, I laid it 
upon her un(>overcd shoufder. She started at the 
icy touch ; she saw me ; I must have offered an awful 
sight, for she gave a scream rousing echoes of horror, 
and lay fainting on the pillow. I vanished. 
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‘ wratih was boundless. From that hour 

1 ^rsecu|ed her ruthlessly ; when Sle expected^ it 
le^t the touth of my hand was* upon her. ^ She 
never saw me agafc, butil think that nyide my pre- 
sence all the more horrible her. ^ At nig^ht es^peci- 
^ally^r would be near her, \\^tchins that ne\?cr again 
^he might reit if) his arris. My cold hand,* forbid- 
ding, was between them*. I'hey went about like 
gtiosts^ themselves, worn an^ “harassed ; the grave 
se4’med yawning to receive them. ♦ The time came 
wTicn t)ley could not bear it any*lon{^cr, and resolved 
tt) separate. She entered a Cloister, and tfiere my 
hand was powerless. In that peaceful retreat her 
child was born, and from him arc descended the 
present owners of Castle lioux. 

* My own childrcji drooped and died. That was 
the last great sbrrow touching me in the upper 
world. I stood by their bier. That turne^J my 
heart ; T felt something like regret ; perhaps after all 
I hmi been too Iiard upon her. A dead husband is 
no husband, and has nothing to daim ; whereas she 
was in the fulness of life, young and jlttbd for joy, 
owing duty to nature and tj) the world. In volun- 
tary penance I resolved henceforth to watch' over 
Cyrille’s son, and his children's children after him. 
It was a sacred vow, and I have kept it since. Tlfis, 
then, is the “cofd hand of Roux.” unmistak- 

•ablc presentiment, akin to direct revelation, inhjrms 
me. of any^ hurtful step a member of the family 
may be about to tal?c ; and then I (jannot rest in 
hell, but alji driven back to the world to interfere 
at the decisive noment With few exceptions, every, 
scion of the family, man or woman, has felt my 
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hand ; and it will be so till the |ast of theip has 
befn gathered to his fathers. ^ 

‘ i).t the present moment the call is again ugon 
me, urging, me to revisit i the l5nd of the living. 
What it is that rtquire^ njy presence I cannot tell ; 
but I know my time, aty,! the cold hand will'neyer^ 
fail of hs mission.’ 

f 

Thus spoke the Cou.it; and having finished, he fell 
a prey to silence, leaVilig me to myself Tex'pect to 
meet him again, 'and doubt not that he will take 
/-.harge of this 'iettor. But thou, my friend, hast 
nothing to fear from fiic cold hand of Rou.x. 

You cannot a.sk me, but the question would seem 
natural: 'Will you not return to earth yourself? il 
others are coming, why not you ? ’ 1 hardly .know 

what to .say. It is not an impossible thought that 
I too might be driven some day to revisit the upper 
world, I say driven, for no one goes unless urged 
by an inward necc.ssity — unmistakable and irresistible. 
Should the compelling need at any time lay hole' of 
me, I should have no choice but to go. 1 trust it may 
never be, Ibr jt would be adding new pangs to the 
ini.scry I endure. I cx-pcct that the* author of that 
need Is none but Satan himself ; for surely the Lord 
in heaven has nothing to do with it. The bare 
thought of such a possibility brings back a'l the 
horrors of death, and hope cries oiit. Let me nee'er 
quit hell ! . o 

Stop and consider the awful poverty of hope that 
has nothing l^t but this ! .. 
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In Italy the glories of natur? reach their perfection* 
at eve. My mother not being much of a walker, 
Lily and I would stroll about by ourselves. Venice, 
Floicnce, Naples, — enchanting memories 1 Not now, 

I mean, but in the days of life. 

• Those Italian evenings * were an inde.scribablc 
mixture of beauty and delight ; nature a verj^ cradle 
of peicc— and pbace speaking to my soul, for I 
had Lily with me ; and no matter what scenes of 
humanity might surround us, she' and I seemed alone 
at such moments. 

The most perfect deligjits I tasted Florence. 
We visite’e] the I’iazza del Gran Duca, the centre of 
life in that city. Surrounded by magnificent build- 
ings,* the place radiant with light, you feel as though 
you had cijtcrcd »some lordly hall,^*igantic in size, 
and of royal splendour, roofed over by the starry 
sky. 

Here you see thit aKieht palacc,*with its ^rand 
mcdiaival 'tower, which has looked down upon many 
a stormy gathering in the days of the repubjio, 
upon Dante too, Michael Angelo, Savonarola. In 
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front of it are two colossal statues — ^‘David and Hcr- 

cultjs. Not far distant — on the very spot,/traditiRfn 
says, where Savon Jrola ^suffered death on the pyre,-*- 
a fountain sends ^p her sparkling je^’s, guarded by 
Tritons and Fauns, and' surmounted by a figure of 
Neptune, the ruler of seat. Again, a little farther, 
stands tfie equestrian statue of Cosmo di Medici, cast 
in bronze, a master-work by Giambologna. On the 
opposite side a flight of steps, presided over by a 
pair of antique li8ns, leads you into the glorioles 
Loggia dci Lanzi. Here, by the light of lam^s, you 
^behold some of Italy’s noblest treasures of art — 
Perseus, the Deliverer, by Benvenuto Cellini ; Judith 
and Ilolofernes; Hercules and the Centaur; the 
famous marble group by Giambologna, representing 
the Ra])e of the Sabines ; and Ajax, with the dying 
Patroclus in his arms. In the bacl<ground you sec 
a number of Vestals of more than human size. These 
statues, seemingly alive and breathing in the magic 
light, cast over you a wondrous spell, holding you 
transtixcd. The fadt that a collection of such price- 
less works oT art can be open to the public freely — 
entrusted to that instinctive reverence for things 
beautiful to which the lowest even .... 

But fool that I am, going off into aesthetics! 
Am I not in hell I Nay, laugh not, but pity me, for 
I could not join^'n yodr merriment. 

So great is the power of memory ; it is upon me, 
dragging me back to scenes long dead and gone. 
Memories? wl^it are they but my life — my all! 
But they are bare of enjoyment ; they are as a cup 
of poison that will not kill, but which fills you with 
horror and unutterable despair. 
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It wastwith a^eep inward joy, lifting us as it were 
tcythat hpight where reality and enchantment meet, 
tlAt Lily and I ipoved slowly through that hall of 
art We harcVy JJpoke!* A^d v/hpn sjJtisfaction for 
the^moment had her fill, we t^scapcd to the; dimly-lit 
ar^aefes of the Palazzo dftgli Uffizi. There words 
iw^ould come' the charm*was broken, though its spell 
remained. How much we had^to say to one another; 
liow sweet, how tender was Lily's trustful voice! As 
hjr arm rested on mine I seemed ^to hear tlie very 
beat of*her heart And what^ delight to m« to opert 
her mind to the treasures she had seen, to rouse new 
feelings of beauty in that waking soul, so responsive 
and so pure ! 

When the shadows of night had deepened, we 
would return home* passing^ the stately cathedral. 
Sfillness had settled, spreading wings of peace. 
Maria del Fiore they call this church, and trufy it is 
a fitting name. P^lorcnce means the flowering city, 
an<T this sacred pile is a very blossom of beauty in 
her midst It needed one hundred and sixty years 
for the cathedrc^l’s stately growth. Her cui>ola over- 
looks not only the whole of# the town, but»thc whole 
of the radiant valley ; the splendid belfry, rich in 
sculpture, lifting its graceful front to a height, of 
three’ hundred tet Not far from it stands that 
an<^ient baptii^tfy* With its wondrous^ate of bronze, 
►which, as Michaol Angelo said, was worthy /Df being 
the gate c( Paradise. In front of it there is a 
rough -hewn stone bencK 'I'hcrc Lily would often 
rest when tired by our wanderings. There Dante 
had sat, dreaifiing about Paradise and hell, and* 
thinking of Beatrice. 

13 


*94 


LETTERS FROM HELL, 


One evening I asked Lily which tpart of the* city 
pleased her best f- ^ 

‘ The Piazza is very , beautiful/ sl>e said ; ‘ but affer 
all it’ is a faf^off ^ort of beiuty, tarrying one back 
to heathen times ; here P feel at home, the yery 
stones breathing Christianity. The difference is very 
strange ; at this place the living faith takes hold of*) 
me that, roam where you will in the world, you must 
return to the Lord for content The world with ail 
its glory cannot satisfy us as He can.’ 

* Ah, Lily, would J could believe like you T 1 
cried involuntarily, pressing her hand till it must 
have pained her — I scarcely knew it. 

Suppressing an exclamation she looked at me 
with earnest surprise, sayiftg uneasily : ^ 

‘ Oh, Philip, don't 1 fis compafed to you I am but 
an ignorant child/ 

‘ Yfes, Lily, but your childlike heart is the treasure 
I envy. Is it not an old blessed truth that to 
children is given what is hidden from the wfte ? 
Perhaps you can answer me a question, Lily ; it may 
be all plain to* you, though many of the great and 
learned make it a bewildering riddle. What is being 
a Christian ?’ 

. ‘ Dear Philip, what should it be but having Christ 
in your heart* 

These worti»'of hers cut me io thci soul H|ow 
often had I felt that it was Satan, or at least an evil 
spirit that dwelt in me. 

‘«Yes/ said^Lily, as if tb herself in quiet rapture, 

* that is it — so sipiple, and yet so great Him alone 
ladesire, and, haring Him, I have father and mother, 

and all the world. He makes His abode with 

/ 
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Jiat ia Him I pay live and move, and have my 
jeuig. He alone is my Saviour, my Lord, my alL 
A.rra softly she added after a whilfe; ‘Lord Christ, 
let me be true tp tfiee, till thou takp me^ome ! ^ 

^ deep silence followed ‘The memories of child- 
hocd pressed around me, as “if wrestling for my heart 
I was moved^unutterab)y moved. I fejt as'though 
the tears were rising to my'e^es, and, hushing all 
oftjer ieelings, the- one thought took shape: She is 
thi angel that is to lead thee back'to God. 

‘ Buf, dearest Philip,' said Lil}^, after a loi\g pause,* 
‘that question could not have come from your heart; ' 
I do not understand you.' 

I made some reply, scarcely knowing what I 
said. • I felt her arm trefnbling within mine ; she 
stopped short ; we w*ere standing in front of one of 
thdse little madonnas, illumined by a lamp. 

‘ Let me look you in the face,' she said. * I fclt as 
if some stranger were speaking to me. . . . No, I am 
sur^; it is your own self — you could never change!’ 

And she laughed at her own (bolish fancy, as she 
called it 

Lily's laughter, at any time as brightest music to 
my ears, broke the evil spell. I fclt light-hearted 
again, the shadows had vanished before the health- 
giving" sun. , 

' Never to^ybq I '• I cried, drSiwing^ar clo.se, ‘ and 
you arc my owr^ little friend, so good, so ^truc, in-^ 
tended to bj a blessing to me in life and in death ! ' 

I have met her again, I have met Annie I She 
sat apart, strangely occupied. Her long hair fqjl ' 
about her ; she was taking little shells and bits of 
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reeds out of the dripping tresses. % Her ^lighft gar- 
ment had slipped from her shoulder. Ohyhorro^V 1 
saw the brand of shapie disfiguripg the snowy sRin. 
It a mtrk r^d as blo6d, and the conscience of 
blood-gujltiness raised its voice in my soul. ^ ^ 

As an open page her hbart lay revealed to my sight 
Shame and, despair dwelt ' therein. But her life'l 
history was not written there. Her face, once so 
lovely, now so degraded, bore the traces of it; ^d 
with the brand upon her shoulder ended the terriv^Ie 
'account.. Her /ault, at first, was but this, that sne 
loved me too fondly, trusted me too foolishly. It was 
I who had wronged her, 4 'uined her in return for that 
love. She had perished in the torrent of sin, carried 
from shame to shame, frorrt* despair to despair, sinking 
at last in a watery grave. The knowledge of it was 
as a fire consuming my heart. 

I sstood gazing, unable to turn away n)y eyes, 
though the sight should kill me. But suddenly I 
felt as if my soul were rent asunder ; light, as a 
bursting flame, flashed through me, leaving me 
trembling, a chill chasing the glow. A horrible 
thought had possessed rme ! Those features — of 
whom did they remind me? Fearful conviction, 
Martin resembled Annie — was as like her as a son 
may be like his mother ! Had not Martin’s mother, 
moreover, bcenr«a strolling actress, who* had drow^ned 
herself?. And Martin’s secret, — that secret which 
should make all plain between us — recuncile us, — 
was, this it? cYcs, yes, I c'ould not doubt! 

Then Martin Wcis her child — and mine I And I 
“had ruined not only her, but him, m^ child, my son I 
This, then, was the reason why the boy had fascinated 
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me so straTigcly. ^ I had* seen myself in him. That 
is fhy I ifcad loved him — to passion almost — in spite 
of his wild and ^aywajd temper I This wild — 
ay, evil nature Vas my own.^ It w^as trfiis that'God 
punched me in him. Is^it not written ^hat He 
visils the iniquity of. th^ fathers upon the children 
unto the third and fourth gcni^ration ? It is terrible, 
And tke worst is this — not tNe* mother only, but my 
child I The night of madness is not known in 
h^, cl^ that hour must have plunged me into it. 

But the doubt remained, d must have ft solved , 
at any cost I hastened towards her. lUit she, at 
my first movement, lifted h^ eyes, saw me, and fled, 
horrey winging her feet, ^he was gone. 

‘O for mountains to cover me, to hide me T I 
w^led in anguish ; but there* is no hiding in hell, 
not a comer where in unseen solitude one might 
wrestle nvith one’s grief. 

I have never yet succeeded irv writing a letter at 
one sitting. I take pen and paper as the longing 
seizes me, and jot down what specially occupies my 
mind — the thoughts that assail it ; then turn away, 
to continue some other time at longer or shorter 
interv^al. I never write unless some inward neces- 
sity prompts me ; yet if I did not somehow court 
^that necessitj^, I' do not think I ev^r should write 
This will partly"^ explain why these letters arc no 
continuous account, -but broken pictures only — a 
true mirror of myself, who am but a wreck flow, 
shattered and undone. 

I «miMBber that of til days I disliked i^unday 
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most ; on that day I used \o dinl at nfy metier's, 
and, what I thought worse, was expected accom- 
pany* her to church, » I say worse, not because I 
disliked heiring ^sermons, tut becaifse I was never 
sure that some word njight not rouse unpleasant 
sensations within me, followed by thoijghts which I 
preferred keeping in memory’s tomb, rather than Ict 
them run riot with fear and regret In the hubbubrof 
daily life it was easy to keep down serious thoughts 
^but on Sundays and at church they would b^ hea*d, 
making *me feel that had missed my true destiny, 
that I was not what I should have been. What was 
the use of such thoughts, since no man can undo his 
past? 

But worst of all were Communion Sundays, for 
my mother would have me attend. She was so very 
careful of proprieties, and I did not like to grieve 
her ; so I went, feeling all the time as though I were 
being dragged to the pillory. Bad as I was, I, was 
no scoffer ; I felt there was something holy, and that 
I had no part in it I would far rather not have 
partaken. The service was positively painful to me, 
I tried to' go through it unconcerned ; but this was a 
case of the spirit being stronger than the flesh, I 
knew what I was about I It took me several days 
to get over the uneasiness created '"in my mind I 
^would shake off impressions — find ihy^lf again, os I 
called it — in a whirl of amusement^ 

The memory of one of these Sundays is present 
with me ; and why ? I see a slender girl in the 
bloom of youth, her beauty transfigured to something 
0i unearthly lustre, uplifted to the spiritual I see 
her ; the fair head draping, the silky weaHh of her 
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haiVfalliBg dAxfat her#as a veil. Hers is a higher 


I||VeIine3^ than 
is that in her 


mere regularity of features, and there 
eye which keeps *you a prisoner to 


something above,* bey ot^d. That^dec^ gaze qf hers 
is ^11 yorship, all adoratio^ : it is herself^ her soul. 
But there is more ; that %mile of hers is as a ray of 
light ; you ‘cannot fell whether it hovej^ oh her lips 
jnerejy or shines from her eyes ; it is there, as a beam 
ftom heaven lighting up her face. 

J That was Lily in her sixteenth year; she too is 
about to take the sacrament.* does, not do so 
lightly — I judge from the blushes on her face, front 
the heaving of her tender form. Yes ; she too is 
uneasy, approaching tremblingly ; but how diflerent 
from me ! It was her fftst communion. 

I had risen early against jny wont ; the disquietude 
of my mind would not let me rest ; somehow my 
heart^would beat I set about dressing — w4»at evil- 
doer was that looking at me from the glass! I w 
quite unhinged, and hastened downstairs. In { 
breakfast -room I met Lily; she was alone a 


rather pale. . • 

‘VVh^t is it, my child?’ I said ; ‘are you n 
well ?’ 

She smiled. Ah I that smile, it used to be m) 
iieaven. Buttwoe is me that I thought not of a 
higher hea^en^fdV now I am*lcft ies«)latc of cither. 

‘ Yes, quite^well,’ she said gently. And she w^Hl, 
fo fetch fny motheu*. ^ 

I stopd lost in thoil^ht The cA^dent emotion in 
which I had surprised her was a riddle to be solved. 
It was alwa/s a delight to me to try and understand 
Ltly’s^eepest being ; and the attempt at the present 
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moment was doubly welcome. I p 'eferred reading 
her^heart to looking into mine. 

My eye presently fell upon a ^little book lyii^g 
open on the rtable^ I glanced at it, nnd lo 1 it ex- 
plained the mystery I his is what I read : ^ ^ 

‘ In the sacrament of the Lord’s Table the Saviooir 

gives HHnsel/ to the believing soul. Ft is a holy 

communion, blessed beyond utterance. The love of 

earthly bride and bridegroom is a poor 

Christ is the heavehly Bridegroom, and 

heart the bride. * The love that unites 
• ^ 
spcakablc, filling the soul with a foretaste of heaven’s 

perfect bliss.’ 

Now I understood, or at least guessed, what was 
passing in Lily. Her soUi was moved as the soul 
of a bride at the nearness of the bridegroom to whom 
she is willing to belong. She had always loved her 
Saviour, but a new love was upon her ; never had 
Jic been so happy, and never so full of disquietude, 
\\c longs for Him, but is afraid ; she stands trem- 
jing, yet knows sh?; is safe with the lover of her 
^)ul, and to Him alone will she give herself 

You have heard of the gardens of Jericho — at any 
rate you have read of the lilies of the field, which toil 
not and do not spin, and yet are morn beautiful than 
Solomon in his g’lOr>^ * , * . 

Lily and I — w^e used to watch those lilies grow- 
ing in the valley of Jericho — Lily, the fairest of 
her sisters. Site told me a story one evenjng as we 
walked amid the flowers. I never knew whence sne 
had her stories, I often felt as though a Higher 
Being spoke through her, even God HimsclJ, and I 


human typ^. 
the belicvei^ 
them "is un- 
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would 4isteo with ^i kind devotion, never question- 
ing /her \Mprds, as though they w^re a revelatidh. 
Evcti now her musical accents tremble in m/ car, 
as I recall the sbory*she ttten ^old nie : 

man lay dying. The world vanish^ from 
his ligVit, and he was left &lone with the question, 
‘ i|Vhither art fhou going ?* — tl^at question* filling him 

with fear and trembling. , 

• • . . . • 

*iHe lay writhing on his ‘bed ^of agony, when 

sudlcnly he beheld ten shapes c^osiijg him in, cold 
ana pitiless — God’s holy commandments. A^id one 
after another they lifted up their voice. The first 
saying, “ Unhappy man, how* many gcxls hast thou 
allowed to enter into thy sinful heart ?” The second, 
“ How* many idols hast thofi set up in Ilis stead ?” 
The third, “ How often hast thgu taken the name of 
the t.ord thy God in vain ?” The fourth, “ How hast 
thou kc^t the Sabbath day, and caused others to 
keep it?" The fifth, How hast thou honoured thy 
fath(?5‘ and mother, and those that were set in author- 
ity over thee ?" The sixth, “ How hast thou acted by 
thy brother, doing unto him as thou woufTlst he should 
do unto thcf ?" And op they went, the ten of them, 
each with thovoicc of judgment, confounding his soul. 

‘And the dying man, anguished and hopeless^ 
had^nol a word dto say. He fclt convicted, and 
knew^ he was 4ok# *At last he cricct despairingly, 
know I have signed, but can you not leave me to 
die ill peace , i 

' And thc]^ made answef, “ We cannot leave thee 
^ unless One wHl take our place, to whom you shall 
yield yourself body and soul to all eternity, abiding 
by His^ judgment Will you do that ?" 
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‘The sick man considered ; h^was afraid'of the 

One even, and \\s heart, beating feeVljMshook'^ith 
fear: Yet at last he said, " I wguld rather have the 
Ont judge'me, lince I caftnot aJfiswcr you ten.” 

' And behold at his w^ord the dread accuser^ van- 
ished,, and there appealed in their stead One,* holy 
and compassionate, Just 'and forgivfng. And Ijfie 
dying sinner looked, to Him. Death had a hold of 
him already, but he* felt the breath of life, t H£ 
remembered ajl aj once what in far-off dap herhad 
heard -of One dyinp for many, recalling the holy 
lessons of his childhood at his mother’s knee, when 
she told him of the Lord that is mighty to save. He 
had forgotten it, living a life of folly and of sin ; but 
it was coming back to Him even now. And looking 
again, behold he knew Him that, stood by his side. 

' And faith gathered strength, a smile of blessed 
trus^ lighting up his face ; and with dyipg lips he 
cried: 

, ‘ " Let me be thine. Lord,— thine only— now and 

for ever ! Have mercy on me, 0 Christ, and redeem 
my spirit!”* 

' He sank in dcatli, but peace had, been given 
him.’ 



LETTER XV/l 
» • 

^ , 

I REMEMBER times of true contrition in my life; not 

only when I felt cast down^ but when I experienced 
also anguish of soul. The burden on my heart at 
such moments would aldlost crush me. I did see 
the nothingness ;in^ wretchedness of my pursuits*; 

I felt I was on the road that would lead me to per- 
dition. , I seemed to hear voices crying : ' Rcfurn— 
ah, return while yet it is time 1’ And my soul made 
answer : ' I will return before it js too late.’ It was 
not too late while such promptings urged me. The 
deep unrest within was tending toward peace. 1 
might haw come fortlj a nCw creature from the con- 
flict had I tut taken up the struggle with sincerity 
—but I did not ; weak endeavours at best were jll. 
And sometimes nvhen I could not but consider my 
siiw moodilf, even sorrowfully, thtu^ts of levity 
'would dart through me, pushing aside the tend«N 
stirrings of life eteijial ; an^ with renewed careless- 
ness I plupged deeper tlian before info the whirl of 
amusemenC Indeed, from my own experience, and 
from what I hive seen in others, I can testify to the' 
awfvl trf th that an evil spirit has power over human 
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souls. How often some oni has formed the b^sj of 
resolutions ; he ^as turned from sin, and anxi|us 
to seek the way of life ; but the ^tempter enters his 
heart, and hfc falli dcepjer than befor^ 

And <hcn to say there is no devil ! 

Devil ? Yes ; it is no use mincing an awful fact 
— it is he v^ho drags man to hell. There is a devilf 
and the number of demons is legion. 

But, say you,, how is it that ‘God — the strong, « 
righteous, pitiful Gpd — allows the evil one simji 
f terrible •power over human souls ? Can He be the 
all-loving, all-merciful Father, if He does not snatch 
them from the destroyer bven at the moment of their 
weakness ? 

Do you doubt God, my friend ? Was it not He 
who sent His good angels to watch the door of your 
hearty who put all that trouble and anguish into 
you ; who made you feel, and tremble at, the* burden 
of your sin ? Ay, it is His Spirit who is at work in 
us when we feel e have done wrong ; when we 
long to rise to a better life. It is He who shows us 
that we can rise, if only we will ! 

But oftr will is at fault — '•ur sincerity. That is 
it ! What God does for us even at such decisive 
moments is immeasurably more than what the devil 
can do. But to God we listen not. great as His 
^ ^ove is ; we care not for the riches of grace \. ith 
which He tries to save us; whereas the devil need but 
pipe, and we ^traightw: y are ready to do his bidding. 

is it to be marvelled at that there is nothing left 
^ for us but to go to hell ? 

" I have more to say ; but how shall I say it ? 
Will words not end in a wail of despair ? 
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In those happy da)« when I had Lily by my 
sicW, I o(jfen^gave myself up to the enchanting 
thought that she was the good^ angel of my life, sent 
by God's infinite mercy, •and that/throjjgh hcr» His 
lovc^ would lead* me to heaven. That vic^ of our 
relation was very sweet, ^hd often filled me with 
yie best of irftentions. But if my heart was touched, 
it was but surface emotion ; f jvas willing enough to 
^b2^ed*by Lily ; but I cared not to be led to God. 

Lily’s mission, then, failed of its object, and there 
was no\iclp for me. . ' 

Since I have come to tliis dreadful place my 
eyes have been opened to that if I had yielded 
to the strivings of grace, and had given my heart to 
God,*Lily would not have^died in the flower of life ; 
that, on the contrary, God’s ^gift of happiness was 
cofhing to me through her. 

Even in those latter days, when the shadbw of 
death was upon hir — ay, and on me too, it would 
nof have been too late. A voice now says: Had I 
repented of my evil course — hacl I turned to God 
even as a prodjgal — grace was at hand, and my 
Lily would not have ^eft me. Death w<#uld have 
been stayed, having done its work of rousing the 
sinner. God Himself would have given me L^y 
ar^ the blessing of her love, and a new happy life 
might have fallowed. * • • 

But no. God’s means of grace could not breal?’^ 
do^n the wall I had built ab(jut my heart. I would 
not turn f^om sin. WWit could she ^ do but die? 
Thdte was no other way of saving her from a life 
with me — a life? that would have wronged her lovely * 
soul.^ }^r pure-robed spirit must needs wing its 
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flight to heaven. Lily could but^die, a^nd i^ was 
well that she died. 

Well for her I I ^y so with the honesty of 3e- 
spaiii Ho\^ I h\te myselil — read yc to dash myself 
to piecej, were it but possible. AH is fraught with 
regret wherever I turn ; *but this one thought that 
Lily wai to be mine for^a life of happiness i.j 

enough to turn all future existence into a hell of 
hells. God meant to* bless me had He but fot rid 
me worthy. Earfh might have been heaven, ana a ^ 
•better hpaven to come I Do you understand now 
what hell is, and the awful misery of its retribu- 
tion ? 

I have lately been to a ball. You know tnat I 
have always been more or less 6f a ladies’ man ; but 
I did not frequent ball-rooms over long. I soon got 
tired ‘^jf that sort of pleasure ; perhaps I was too 
heavy — too much of an athlete, to be famous for 
dancing. In early youth, however, I loved it passion- 
ately — forgetting Everything, earth and heaven, in 
the whirl of ax intoxicating waltz. 

But in my riper years J raised objections to 
dancing. I always looked at the aesthetic side of 
thjngs, I began to urge the unbecomingness of 
going on dancing for ten, fifteen years, or mqre. 
Let people dance for two or three'’ ; ears and^ be 
^satisfied. The pleasure might be compared then to 
the fluttering of the butterfly amid the roses of 
spring ; theref is fitness in that on first quitting the 
chrysalis of childhood. Let young people dance — 

‘ bpcoming dances that is I For them it is a natural 
and even beautiful pastime — an overflow! ig of the 
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cxubemnccdof lif(^ and aft innocent pleasure to their 
untatight p^rc^tion. 

however it wa5i a grand tall which I visited 
lately, and most rfasltionaWy altend^. The society 
to suj;e, was ftiixed, bat that also gave^a zest 
The* illumination was^perfeA, considering our state 
0% light For' even with A tho^usand chaaderfers we 
cannot rise above a crepuscule,; the tapers emit a 
,Calsf light only, making no impression whatever upon 
the reigning gloom. A good band ^was in attend- 
ance, but all their efTorts produced no sound. .Every- 
thing being illusive here, music naturally is left to 
imagination. One thinks one hears, and falls to 
dancing. 

The ladies were gorgAusly attired in fashions 
representing several centuries ^ it almost looked like 
a masquerade ; but these fair ones were only true, 
each to^ her time. And on the other hand, an 
attempt at masking would have been poor deception, 
since all their pomp and vanity was transparent I 
Whatever their finery, you saw the unclothed woman 
beneath — some bewitchingly beautiful; others more 
like mumniics than ai^’thiitg else. We inarched 
round and round the spacious saloon, exchanging 
ladies at given times, so that one had the pleasure 
of V3uc*hing hand^ with all th^ fair ones present, and 
forming their licqiaihtance. 

• What a surprise ! In my dining-room at home 
I h*ad a firfc picture by a ^ell-known artist. It 
represented ^ Roman be^ar girl in life-size, thiec- 
quarter len^h. She is to be found in endless 
pictures, bearing dates from 1835-1842; for that 
she \\as Jn high favour as a model need scarcely 
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be said. She was^of tru^ Roman blood, torn at 
Trastevere — a fine type of Roman beaut' — her^ace 
and ‘figure, her ^race cind bearing, being equally admir- 
able. Ane' hcr^rags, whidh she* understood how to 
arrange in a manner so truly picturesque, ^were 
scarcely less charming. Fashionable ladies, with all 
their gettieg up, looked p6or and insipid by the si^e 
of that beggar girlj And somehow she appealed 
proud of her ra^s, and would nOt have exchai^gei 
them for the most elegant attire ; for she knew tfiat 
to them she owed half her attraction, her independ- 
ence and liberty besides. Paolina she was called ; 
but among the stranger's at Rome she went by the 
name of la rciua dci mcndicandi, the beggar queen, or 
simply La Rc 'uia. Bchoid now the original of my 
picture — La Rciua in person 1 

One evening, as I was walking through one of the 
mord'quiet streets of Rome, a young woman, hastening 
up behind me, caught my arm tremblingly, imploring 
me to protect her. It was La Rciua. Of course I 
did protect her, seeing her home ; arm in arm we 
went through the ill -lit streets, and friendliness 
seemed natural. I was* ungmerous enough to pay 
court to her. Hut I did not know La Reina. 
P'irmly, though gently, she refused me. And then, 
with a candour found »n Italy onl), she explained to 
me her posifiorr! She was happy nmv, She said — very 
happy. Most people treated herkhidly, no one dared 
think ill of her, and she was free as the^ bird in the 
airr But if 'she yielded, ‘all that would be lost, and 
she would sink to the level of the commdn street-girl. 
So long as she could wear her rags with honour, she 
would not exchange them for the velvet akd gold of 



LETTERS FROM HELL. 


209 


a printess, , MoiVthan tkis even she told me, though 
without motioning names ; she had had the mcwt 
enticing offers, but — benito JdJto — she had re- 
fused them all. Arrived ail her humCle cUvelHng,»she 
kisse^ me with a frank trustfulness, as a chilc^ might, 
and 4ve parted. I subsequently had her painted. 

. After somft years La •Reina suddenly v/nished. 
She had risen, as she said, abovj many a temptation 
proud beggai girl ; but of one thing she had 
not thought, the possibility of love I * Heaven seemed 
open ; she loved, she yielded — and happiness was 
gone. In her rags she had bein a queen — in silks 
and jewels she was but a sla^ 4 e. And worse was at 
hand. She was betrayed, and cruelly disillusioned. 
Then ^11 the natural gentfeness of her disposition 
forsook her ; a demod awoke yistead, not shrinking 
evert from vulgar crime. She thirsted for revenge. 
She was^still a marvel of beauty, no longer graflous, 
but majestic With' an icy heart, yet burning in 
vindictiveness, she gathered her skirts about her, 
succeeding presently in making a fool of an old 
rake of a prince. , For a moment only^he stood at 
the height of splendour, ynete«>rlikc, but long, enough 
to obtain the- satisfaction she craved. With a crash 
it ended, and she never rose again. 

^Jow she was oice more bes^^ me, resting her arm 
in mine ; but A^lia> a* differcnce^tw«?n*the present 
moment and that fiar-off evening when I escorted her 
throilgh the ckasky streets of Rojne. I had recognised 
her on the ^pot, and yef how she wis changed I 
Involhntarily * my feelings shaped themselves to a 
sigh. Thcjts is do happiness but that of innocence* 
after all! feut when I bent to her, whispering, ^ La 

U • 
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Reina t Sta sempre in ruordanzq sh^ answered 
wkh trembling haste, as though overcome with* the 
recollection, ^0 hate ^tto^ zitto t ^ NeW inferno titt' e 
finite / Lc\gio]^y Vincura.iza V&mor V la spcranza /* 

As I, was about to quit the b^ll, I was stopped 
by a man, to all appearance a roui of the first order, 
addressing jne somewhat fiippantly : ‘I see you ap 
at home in this sort pf thing ; but have you assisted 
at the ball ? That is quite another affair, rendej/n^ 
all this stupid an*d tame ; it will come round again 
presently !’ 

I did not understand his hint, nor did I care 
to ask for an explanation. But I was to find out 
before long. 

For as the time drawo near when utter darkness 
sinks upon hell, a mqdness of dissipation possesses 
the fashionable — a straining of all efforts to make the 
most of the respite, as it were. This rage oj amuse- 
ment is vanity, like everything, and fruitful of pain 
only. But, nevertheless, the greed of pleasure 
abounds — plays, orgies, and immodest pastimes 
succeeding one another in a perfjpct whirl ; all is 
forgotten, save one thing, inpxicating and stunning 
the senses. Nothing so wild, so frantic, so shame- 
less, but it is had recourse to at this period ; and 
he who most successfully thrown off restrain^ is 
.the hero of the day. That welLbreJ society^ with 
difficulty preserves its reputation, ^ou may imagine ; 
for none so well-bred-but they^ yield to ;hc contagion 
of tJu: ball. 'They only try to preserve ^appearances, 
that is all ! 

- There is something remarkably lik^ it upon 
earth — I mean the revelry before Lqnt The 
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seaso|> of dead flarknejs is ‘our Lent, but alas it 
leacte to no Easfcr beyond ! The devil surely has 
railed up tha*t porch by which men enter upon a 
solemn time — tjie V^rniv^l of’fooj^; here then we 
have it to perfectn'on, win^'ng'up with ttw ball. 

Add *what is it like, ^liis ball ? — beginning in 
propriety of •course, \he Jadies all smiles, Jhc men 
fJictures of ease. The danbing at first is mo.st 
oftJ^rl/, following, a gently-s\fclling rhythm, but as 
a rising sea is its excitquent book at their eyes 
— at tlte panting mouth half-c^cnl More tightly 
they clutch one another. . . . 

Dead darkness is at hand ; they heed it not in 
maddened whirl. Voluptuousness is all but one 
with •torment ; they danc# as though a taskmaster 
drove them on to it* — the ta.skmaster of sin. The 
grt?ed is theirs — satisfaction alone is withheld. 

See the fair ones bereft of beauty, the gi»icious 
garments draggled* and soiled ! Is there a more 
awful sight thryi unwomanly woman, hollow-eyed, 
corpse - complexioned, with di^lievclled hair and 
tattered clothes ? As for men — ihc wild beast 
nature is upon them. ^ * 

It is a gicrcy that darkness in the end envelops 
it all — falling suddenly — and covering, like the 
dejugt of yore, \yhat is only fit to be covered. Sec 
the end of ^jlt^sure unsanclTfied !* The night of 
•death engulfs th^ and what then? — what then ? 
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You are aware no dtubt, and have experienced it 
yourself, that the perfume of a flower will wake 
memones — sweet happy feelings especially; but 
slumbering passions also cbey the call. If on earth 
this may mean a kind of agonising delight, here it 
is hell 1 

Dc not imagine that there are flowers in this 
place; there are none here — none whatever — no 
growth of any kind. Even faded flowers are of ihe 
earth. 0 foolish men ! yours is a flower-yielding 
world, and yoi^ will not see that, with all its trouble 
and sorrow, it is a blessej;^ abo^e 1 It is the exceed- 
ing love of your Father in heaven, overflowing con- 
tinually, which creates the flowers. Those millions 
of'perfumed blossoms are the vouchers of love eternal 
—the sparklingjjearls of the cup.wl^ichfunneth over, 
;iivcn by God to man. 

Flowers below and stars above — h^ppy are ye 
who yet walk, in life. But ybu follow your path, 
heeiless of flowers and heedless of stars, engro:,sed 
.with your paltry self and its too often, worthless con- 
cha 0 foolish men I 
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Such is the language of dowers to me, comJng on 
the waves of their perfume ; and the sv\(eeter 8^ch 
memories, the more .cruelly they torture the mind, 
raising pas^^on \o m^dnojs, although we are un- 
clothed /)f all bodily sense, and there is no healing 
for the suffering soul. 

It i^ only the strong-scented flowers that mov^ 
me so powerfully ; tl\cir gentler sisters, the violet and 
heartsease, touch me not. Yet one I may excejft— ^ 
an only one ; it^ also brings pain, but I bless it I 
have often been followed of late by tender wafts as 
from a rose. It is a Articular rose, and I sec it even 
now. A most delicate blush suffuses its petals ; what 
colour there is might be called an ethereal glow at 
its heart ; to the cursory^ glance it is white, but I 
know better. Lily once gave me that rose ; that is, 

I asked her for it ; I do not suppose she would have 
thoug'iit of giving it to me of her own accord. It 
was at Venice one day; we were M St. Mark's, stand- 
ing in front of that altar sacred to the Madorina, 
with its famous ?^yzantine paintings. We were 
alone ; a crippled beggar had just limped away, 
having called down * Ou* Laly’s' blessing upon us. 
A holy feeling stole over me — holy perhaps because 
tl\e cripple had called Lily la sua sposa. She had 
not heard h, or had ppt understood it. There she 
s/ood with the fose in her hand— tlie'^biushing flower 
being a sweet image of herself. 

* Give me that rose, Lily ! ' I said ; and she handed 
it a: once, innocently. 

‘ Kiss it first,' I said. 

She did so, and handed it back again with the 
most charming of smiles. 
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I took it, kfls,‘|ng it in my turn Lily blushed 
sligiitly, btit noi comifl-ehending in her simplicity 
what thatHittte ceremony might be^meant for. The 
pcrfome of this vef^ rose has been^coming to rnc of 
late. It seems *^trange. • Is it possible, %fter all,* that 
thei^#is*a kind of spiritual bond between* blessed 
souls and th^ lost on;s here, immaterial as the breath 
4f a flower? O happy bought, let me •hotel it fast 
aJas it has vanished . . transient as the wjiftcd 
'odour hself ! 

Th^tf sublime momenl when the glory of Paradise 
will break through the nigj^ cannot be far now;' 
it is coming, coming ! I shall behold her again, and 
though it be a pang of ten thousand sorrows I 
care#not I shall see her in heavenly beauty; . . . 
but oh, the darknej^s that will follow ! Yet come 
wbat may, her picture will rjot quit me. ... I sec 
it — shall always sec it — radiant in bliss, though I be 
in the depth of hcjl. Can it be utter damnation if 
Gpd leaves me that much of communion with one 
of His blcssc(f saints? I knd^v, I feel, that she 
is thinking of me as I think of her — loving me, 
though it be wfth the love of a sister. What shall 
I say — dare I say it\ Could God be ^ Father if 
the sister is in heaven, and the brother for ever lost 
in hall ? . . . 


I went to church the other day7 not for the fi43t 
tiyie ; but^I have refrained from speaking about it 
hitherto for very shame's Jake. Indeed, 1 would 
raAer hav^f kept away altogether, but one is foried to 
do a great dc^l here one would prefer to leave alone. 

Be \ known, then, that hell is not without a 
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church esUblishment. c We have et/etything, ygu see, 
yet nothing — nothing 1 YAi will undersfend, I ^an- 
not be speaking pf the Church, in the tnfe mearifng 
of the word, tha^ is why I add jLstablishment— klis- 
estaWishmeift would In a& good a term — and of 
course tJiere is no such ^hing as a worshipping Con- 
gregation here, or anything like divine service, I 
can only say we go tofchurch. Good heavens, wh^ 
a farce I 

There are abopt as man^ churches here as there^ 
arc reverend geptlecnen, and that is saying. a good 
^eal I All false and faithless ecclesiastics — all who, 
for the sake of a good living or other worldly advan- 
tage, have sinned against the gospel — all hirelings 
wronging the Lord’s sheep — are gathered ♦here. 
Now they are eaten up with a burning zeal for the 
gospel which once the} slighted, but that gospeb is 
far from them ; they are devoured now with love for 
the sheep, but there are no sheep to be tended; They 
build churches upon churches, preaching morning, 
noon, and night ; bitt never a word of God’s passes 
their lips. If the word of grace were yet within 
their reach, they and their listeners rhight be saved. 
But their Stewardship is over and the mysteries are 
taken from them. Yet are they driven-Ldriven to 
preach, for ever seeking the one pearl they so griev- 
ously neglected. ^ ^ 

^vAnd so are the people — seeking I mean^ — but 
not finding. Hell is full of professing ^ Christians. 
This may soutyi strangcf; bu^ it is true nevertheless, 
since ‘all the thousands arc here to whom Cnristianity 
In life was but an outward thing — a habit, or even 
a mask, hiding an unconverted heart ; a^l those 
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whoi^having heafd the pess^e of salvation, listened 

to «t complacently, but never strove to make sure 

of* it for* themselves — merely pliying with .God’s 

trufh, as it wer^, fJjling ^way in tlrf tinje of teippta- 

tion. They arei hungering* and thirsting now for 

the,*woitl once dcspispd, but it is passed away for 

ever. They# know it, fcf some of them heve been 

it their hopeless endeavour for years and centuries 

n®»’ : "but they capnot resist. *tlocking to the w6uld- 

*be churches, listening anxiously *to ministers that 

cannot sninister. 

The churches consequentl/are full to overflowing, 
but you always find room ; for a spirit, a shade, can 
squeeze in anywhere. There is no need, therefore, 
to take a pew, or pay for#it either, as you do ujxin 
earth, where the rich'command the best places, be it 
at the theatre or it the churcli. That is one advan- 
tage we have over you. 

At ah evening party the other day I met a certain 

Rov. Mr. T I had nearly £iven his name, but 

that is against my principles. Who should he be 
but an old acquaintance of former years ! I remem- 
ber him well, a fashionable .parson of the .kind the 
world appfqves of-^gentlemanly and easy-going in 
word and deed. Shaking hands on leaving, he sajd 
lightly: ‘I shall, be glad to^reach to yjiu if you’ll 
come. I have •byill a church**lD S«nsiality Square 
#— queef name, aip’t it ? — anybody can show you the 
way — ^just at the top of Infir^fiity Street I’ve con- 
cocted a grand sermon# for next Sdnday ; y®u'd 
I better com^. What could I do but go. I might as 
well lister^ to my old acquaintance as to any othq; • 
pretender of the cloth. 
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I found the church •in tlje Squire indicate^. 1 
wa^ late, coming in upon the singing ; but,* ye angels, 
what ringing ! instead of saintly hymns? the m6st 
horrit)le son^s I A'er Heard— the j!atijral utterance of 
the people’s own thoughts. The congregation was 
exceedingly fashionable, of irreproachable ^ttit^de. 
But oldvmen, apparently prowned with honour — 
young women wearing innocence as a garment 
• — joined in that shartjeless perfqrmance. Parols 
encouraged their* children, husbands their‘ wives ,• 

• Unabashed. Alis ! •and no sooner had I entered, 

• than I was no better ttan the rest ; having come to 
sing praises, my evil thoughts bubbled over, and I 
desecrated good intention with ribald song. 

It ceased. The parson appeared in his fulpit 
with an assumption of sanctity quite edifying — but 
fora moment only, then his beautiflil expression guve 
way k) a deplorable grin. It was with difficulty 
apparently that he reined in his feelings, and looked 
serious and sanctimpnious again as l)e began : 

‘ My worshippii^ friends . . .’ a proper begin- 
ning, no doubt, and I am sure he meant his very 
best — prpceeding vigoro^isly ^r quite half an hour, 

I should say, opening and shutting his ftiouth with 
the most frightful grimaces, though never a word 
came forth. He seemed to be awaj-e of it and made 
desperate effort* at ffoquence ; • pi;c^oijtly he began 
"^gain : 

‘My worshipping j’ricnds . . . and, now he « ap- 
pealed to be^in high water, dishing and splashihg 
and floundering along, quite drenching the congiega- 
t^on with his fluency ; but never a thought he gave 
them, and the most shallow of his listened resented 
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it pttksently. Ho was ^st \^inding up his rhetoric 
wh0n there was lin outburst of laughter ; he stopped 
short, open-mouthed, and, like a ‘poodle that had 
hacf a ducking, jShainefacpdly slunl/down his Qulpit 
stair. 

^ould tell more, but ket me cast a veiT over it. 
I left the place hcav^-hegrted. 

Is there anything worse than to pretend to be 
"being dead# — dead ! 
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' The sweeter memories'are in themselves, the greater 
their bitterness in hell, (s it not strange ? nay, it is 
dreadful. I am a prey to despair, not that despair 
which finds an outlet in l••ving madness— there is 
life in that— but a kind of apathy which is the sister 
of death. Despair is one’s daily bread here ; it* is 
in us, It is about us. 

Absorbed at times— closing my eyes I had almost 
said, but it is no use doing that here— withdrawihg 
within myself, however, I have the strangest fancies 
and imaginingSf 

The other day I bekeved^ myself carried away 
into a wood. It was one of those wondrous May- 
days when spring bursts to life not only in nature, 
but in the heart as well But the delights of spring 
are never so pure^ the miman soul is nevdV so uplifted, 
as in some genial forest-glade. • 

The joyful carols of , the feathered songsters fouhd 
an oeho in my heart ; I fe^t ready to jcin in their 
thanksgiving. The rich fragrance of thef wood was 
■about me, sinking into my soul, whtn suddenly I 
heard Lily's voice somewhere between the treei 
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Started— sllaken yut of my dreamful delight 
0 •nielty— wheie am I ? There are no birds hpre, 
no woodlAid ‘enchantment, no love*that might call ! 

We had tak^n a hou^e 'one summer amid the 
scenery bf the lake cpunti^. There were *^plendid 
woods about.us. My mpther had provided herself 
#ith companionship, so that 1 could folfow my own 
bfiit vfhenever I (;hose. • 

* Oftin in the early rooming !• would take Lily 
for a rcnv, landing now here, no\^ thftre, to spend the • 
day, gipsy-fashion, amid the w fcdy glens. I delighted • 
at such times in having escaped from the world and 
its pleasures; what sort of renunciation that was you 
will eeadily understand. ^ was nowise prepared to 
give up the world in border to gain heaven. I merely 
fel> nauseated with the excess, young as I was, and 
glad to turn my back upon it for a time ; but not 
longing*for anything better or higher. 

•Lily too dc^ghted in burying herself in nature, 
as she called it And aimlessly wc would wander 
about the livelong day, stopping where the fancy 
took us, and procccding*agahi to look for other spots 
of enchanfq;ient Now and then we would come 
upon a hut where frugal fare was obtainable ; or 
we took with u\ what might satisfy sipiplc need. 
Let us live likt children of tRe wo^, we said, and 
did so. * 

i-ily might be about twelve years at the time. 
My mother gather objected to our unc!vilised rciim- 
' ings*; but meeting my opposition, she contented 
herself wi^ the#final injunction, ‘ See that Lily do^ • 
not get too wild.* Wild, sweet dove! — how should she? 
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Lily's company was as fefreshing to me ^ the 

dewy fragrance of the landscape, In those* gefiial 
days ‘the gracioifsness of her being unfolded, and 
I fek a chijd v^th her. , How she could la\igh 
and chatter, delight in a nothing, and call up 
the echoes ! How easj and free and chafr^ng 
was hei' eyery movement! She must look into 
everything, peeping now here, now there, findin§^ 
surprises everywhere. Hers was a marvellous ^Mt 
of understanding^ the little mysteries of nature. 
Vhc lea§t and rhost hidden escaped not her notice. 
Where others passed heedless, she perceived wonders. 
It seemed as if nature delighted in opening her secret 
beauty to the pure-eyed child. The nimble deer 
came forth from the covet*» and looked at hef with 
trustful gaze — turning and looking again, as though 
inviting her to follow. The sly fox would quit his 
lair, ^‘cking mice and beetles for his supper, un- 
troubled by her presence, but giving her a furtive 
squint now and then, as if to keep her in sight. The 
birds chirped at htr merrily, or, half hiding in the 
leafy bowers, ^'arblcd down upon her their most 
gleeful song — others runaing r»Jong the lichened boles, 
as if to show off their special art. The little squirrels, 
hipping from bough to bough, would follow her about 
the wood. • Rare plants and flowers seemed to grjow 
J:>eneath her footetep ; they were' there -at least when- 
ever she looked for them. Everything enchanting 
her added to her charms ; as the fairy of the place 
she* appeared' in her sylphlike loveliness* with those 
eyes that welled over with a light touched by sadness, 
rnd that smile that spoke of sunbeams ^ sparkling 
through rain. 
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We wquld cimp b#neat!i some tree at times, 
gathering ^ sticks* and fir-cones for a fire, by way of 
preparing for a ipeal. This^dont, I would -leave 
Lily to her ow* deviccs^t^ncj how ^proyd she \uas of 
her^ assumed dig^nityl We quite feasted on such 
>C(mslons ; never did J enjby grandest dinner more. 

^ would calllier my fittU wif^ as I watcjjecHicr busy 
:ontrivances, and truly all thosp nameless graces were 
Kefs \vith which tendcrest woman will flit round the 
object of her care. 

Having enjoyed our gipsv mcaf, she wquld rc<itl • 
to me, and sometimes I yieracd to courting sleep;* 
then she would watch by qic, keeping the buzzing 
flics from disturbing my slumbers ; and on waking, 
the first thing I grew conscious of were those radiant 
.stars — her faithful c^c.s. 

At other times I would read by myself, or pre- 
tend tp read, listening to that mysterious rSslIc in 
the tree-tops whiclf is as of distant water, and to the 
m’any sounds that break upon* the stillness of the 
wood, making it more solemn by* contrast. Lily then 
would roam about by herself, newer unoccupied. 
InnumcraJ^le were the wicaths she made and the 
nosegays she gatfiercd ; or she would return rich 
with spoils, bringing leaves full of berries, red and 
ripe. * But she •never was yut of the icach of my 
voice. ^ Life*scctnc*d a perfect idyl.* • ^ 

One day — were just saying that we ought to 
know the ♦oods by^heart nfw — having gone rather 
farther thati usual, we caftne upon a litfle house i had 
cause to remember, though I had chosen to forget - 
it, covci^ wifli clematis and roses, — the charming 
lodge where I had met Annie. I started, horror- 




struck, trembling, and* no ^oubt ^ white ^ as deith, 
frightening poor little Lily dreadfully. Jhe' anxi- 
ously .inquired what ailed me; but not till some 
minujes had elapled had I, recovered sufficiently to 
pretend to answer her questions, dragging her away 
with me ^hastily. What explanation I gave fief I 
know not; only reyiember ^hat alhthat day I 
could not look her in the eyes again. How she* 
painefd me with her tender inquirier, her loving* syfif- , 
pathy — little gues?)ing, poor child, what a frightful 
•nTemory she kept* hovering about in her innocence — 
•little thinking that the sVlf-same demon that betrayed 
Annie in a measure was jthreatening her, and that I, 
her friend, her only companion, was both master and 
slave of that demon ! c 

We continued our roaming, extending them 
farther still — for I could not rest — but delight there 
was none. Poor little Lily, she had set out full of 
hopes of pleasure, and found nothing but dulness 
and dispiritedness ; she was ready to sink with fatigife, 
but I saw it not. 

Toward evening a storm broke, an,d as we neared 
the lake we found it onoc seething mass qf boiling 
waters. I dared not risk the child in the boat, so 
nothing remained but to follow the path by the 
shore, the distance to .the house, fortunately, not 
being beyond •possibilities. But Lily wfts tirc^ out. 
Tfie storm spirit flapped his angry r/ings about us. 

I wrapped her in a cloa/^, saying I woulck carry he,** 
homo She a^ured me shenvas able to \^lk ; but 
• no, I would carry her 

• ,.And how light was the burden ^ how» doubly 
dear ! I felt as if I could walk on thus to the ends 
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of tH^#world. fto4ding Ijpr cldse I went on steadily, 
having *)a couple *of miles before me. The stormy 
clouds were driving overhead, the rifin kept beating 
aboul me ; but 1, ca^^d nc^t, rneeting^orcj with force. 
How touching was Lily’s. anxiety lest she should 
prov^ frofiblesome ; anc^ finding that I was fuTly bent 
on carrying hor home, ♦lov^ sweetly she wouldrsct hcr- 
s^f to repay me, whispering words of loving grati- 
tudef a^if thereby ^o lessen Ufe burden I I almost 
forgot Annie for present crichantmdit But even at 
that time I could not shut out profaning farujy ; my* 
thoughts before long reverted Ao the carrying off of 
the Sabines in the Loggia <^ei Lanzi at Florence. 

I was ashamed of the comparison, and tried to turn 
from ft by an effort of w’il ; so, partly to punish 
myself for the unworthy image, partly also to amuse 
Lil)* I called up another picture, which, I hoped, 
was more in harmony with the occasion — the •story 
of Christophorus carrying the Holy Child. I told 
Lily the legend pf the powerful Jicathcn who, con- 
scious of his strength, would scfWc none but the 
greatest, and wl)o, from kings and «m[KTors, was 
directed at last to Ohri.st •crucified. Seeking for 
Him vainly* the worfd over, he dwelt at last by the 
side of a tempe.stuous torrent, satisfied to carry pil- 
grirps Sicross. Y< 5 ars had p^^ssed, when tOnc night 
he heard the d&fling of a child, and lifted it upon hi^ 
mighty shoulder, ihe burden growing and growing 
till^he nearl)»broke down in th^ river. Yet, reaching 
the other sh^re, the wonderful child said^to the hofiry 
fgiant^: ‘Thoa shalt be called Christophorus, for thou 
hast bome^thy Lord 1’ And the heathen knew Hinj 
and suffered himself to be baptized 

15 
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My story had roiked JLily to sleepy arm 
was about my neck, her warm che\ik rcs^ng* a^inst 
mine. In silente I walked along. 

^ut the^legehd.had leO* an impression on my own 
heart The figure of the Saviour had risen Ijefore 
me ; I seemed conscious ofj His holy presedca. I 
had not thought of Him for many a day. But buried 
out of sight though the faith of childhood was, it hid 
not" yet died ; it was ‘'welling up even now fronf \hf, 
dark depth of thy heart,- followed by recollections, 
'some bitter, some sweet — the bitter ones abounding, 
hiding their head in '^hame. What a weight of sin 
had I not heaped upoiv me in the few years of life I 
called mine. And the deepest guilt of all was that 
against Annie. \ 

The sleeping child grew heavier and heavier ; but 
I seemed bearing a burden of sin. 

With uncertain footstep I staggered onward 
through the darksome night. The storm increased, 
lashing the waves* and hurling them in masses of 
curdled foam agamst the rocky shore. More than 
once I felt water about my feet, as though the 
maddened lake had rise<i to drag me down. But on 
I went, heaving and panting, the cold dews breaking 
from every pore. It was not so much the physical 
powers, aa the strength of soul giving way„ I 
experienced ‘■a weight of wretchedness never known 
^fbre. Tortured by regret and cfear — by an utter 
contempt, moreover, of self — I had reached for bpec 
a flame of niind that might enable me \p turn upon 
the miserable I, and become a new creatifre perchance. ^ 
♦ yVho knows but that I was near the blesa.'d victory, 
when lol there was the light from my mother's 
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wiiHiow appearing throi^h the darkness and dispel- 
ling my t^oughtl It was all gone — grief and regret 
and emotion. Woyld that the house had been i little 
fartiier, and the time gagnccl migKt hr^e defrauded 
hell^of its prey! ' • s 

ibid and shivering I intered the well-lit room, 
leaving outside the cfiastencdifeelings thatl^ad conic 
ft) me In the troubled night. And finding n:\yself 

,ofi(?e more in the cosy chamber, I breathed with a 
• • ^ § 
great sense of relief. 

Ancf now Lily was waking from hor sleep. 
‘What a beautiful dream !’ ^e whispered, with half 
opening eyes, as I dropped a* kiss on her forehead by 
way of bidding her good-night They were carrying 
her (?ff to bed. ♦ 

The following moVning shp told me her dream : 

^ I thought I was standing by the side of a river. 
And presently I saw St Christophorus coming 
towards me with tl^ Christ-Child upon his shoulder. 
He stopped, and the Child sat down by me ; we 
played with grasses and flowers, singing songs, and 
I felt very happy. But,thc big Christtiphorus looked 
down upon us, leamn^on Ms staff. 

‘ We twined the flowers into wreaths, but the 
Child could do more than I. It made a cross, ayd 
th^n a'crown of tboms, putting.that upon Mis templci. 
There were ^iny I'cd flowers bctvfeeif the stalky 
•hanging loosely tiver the forehead, and reminding 
oiyi of dro{fe of blopd. Anti presently the Christ- 
Child said It" We will thfhk of something else; fbok 
me In the fate — what is it you sec?” Hooked and 
seemed t^ bchdld, firstly, the Sower thatiwent forth 
to sow ; then the good Samaritan, and ut was as 
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though I heard Him spealp. ArAl next I sat/ the 
Good Shepherd carrying the lamb iVi IJis|)osom. I 
dare Say I might hav« seen more^ad not a question 
come to me.« “ fs k trve/' il asked, ^ that men could 
be so wjcked as to hang Thee uporf the Cross, pierc- 
ing Thy side with a speaT ?** » • 

“*YA,”#said the Chri^, ‘^sce hcrfe My hands, 
and see My side!” ,Thc marks were red as bloo^, 

• ^ • 'in 

and I cried bitterly, Weep not, little Lil,v,’' saii 
He ; “I do not/ecHt now*; the love of my Father 
in heaven, and the loye of my brothers an^ sisters 
upon earth, have made*'up for it long ago.” 

‘ We had been silent awhile, when the Christ- 
Child resumed : “ Would you not like to be carried 
a little by this kind Chrlstophorus ? he docs it so 
gently. Where would,.you like hi,m to take you ?” 

‘ ‘‘ Well,” I said, scarcely considering, “ I always 
had a longing for the Holy Land. But that is 
a long way off, and I should have to, leave Thee 
here.” 

‘ ” No, Lily, it is not nearly so far as you think,” 
replied the Christ, ” and you and I will never part 
You will find me there rf youlike to go.”. 

‘ I rose, and Christophorus took me upon his 
shoulder, carrying me far, far away. By day he 
followed a ’bright red doud, by night a shining star. 
y was the star (Jf Bethlehem. Thfough maqy lands 
we went, hearing tongues I underltood not, passing 
mountains a^d rivers »and lakes, and gcMng ovcr'‘;hc 
greit sea at last There* was no Ian# to be seen 
now, and the waves rose high as mountains. I 
grew afrai i lest we should never get through. But 
good Chri*tophorus said : ” Fear not, little chijd ; I 
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hav^ borne my dqar Loi^ ChHst ; I shall not fail to 
cari^ thee/’ ^ ♦ 

* And aYter manj^ days wc reached the other chore 
— if was the hjoly^ Lancj. bn hc*walked, witl) his 
staff in his hand and me upon his shoulder, past 
Jerusalem, the white ^vallj^ of which lay sparkling 
in the sunshine — the^ royal cijy looking a^vbcautiful 
a!^ evertehe could have been in the days of yore, 
^fti^her still — not* far — and .he stopped in a little 
town nestling amid her hills. Hctc the star stocnl 
still, ft was Bethlehem. 

* Christophorus put me dftwn before a humble 
inn. 

‘The door opened, and, behold, the Holy Child 
was ftjcrc, taking me byihc hand and loading me 
in. “ There is only* a manger here, little Lily, to 
make thee welcome. But one day, when thou art 
weary of life, I will take thee to a mansion atfevc.” 

‘And the Chri^-Child drew me close — oh so 
lovingly — close^ quite close, and J<isscd me. . . . 

‘ I awoke ; wc had just rcAched home. Ah, 
Philip, I would, have liked to go f)*i dreaming for 
ever!’ ' • 

‘ Well, little sis*tcr,’ I said gaily, ' I think you 
might be satisfied. Haven’t you been to Bethlehem 
anfl bAck, and se«n no end jf wonders yi one short 
hour? WhA trctild you expect more?^ 

• ‘Yes,’ she sa^j thoughtfully, ‘you arc right, 
oij^ht to botsatisfied till Chp^st bids rne welcome in 
His mansicfi above.' 
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I HAD been seeking for Annie too long already, not 
to have all but given uf the hope of ever meeting 
her again. She seemed utterly vanished. But hell 
is large, and its inhabitants are not to be numbered. 

Inquiry for her quite unsettled my mode of life. 
I was but a vagabond, travelling hither and thitner, 
driven onward by a gnawing need. There was a 
fire within me, and I thirsted ; living man — no, not 
the parched wanderer in the desert ever knew such 
agony— thirsted for Annie, though I knew she was 
but as a broken cistern that can hold no water, 
and unable, therefore, tc sootlie my pain. She had 
lost that privilege of womanhood in life even — how 
much more so in hell. No; Annie could not quench 
my thirst j In vain she. keeps wringing her garments, 
her once gloritus hair ; it is* w-ot and dripping, 
though never a drop of water sho«wrings out of it 
But she carries that about with her which wcqld 
wive a terrible mystery. That is why I um driven to 
seek her— itiinking and dreaming of her as I once did 
in life, wkn the red glow coursed through nny veins, 
and I savt in her but a flower in the vast realm of 
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natiir#, unfolding ^er beauty Cor my selfish delight 
Butlio^V difrcrcnt^ow I ft was not love thatdrew me — 
but the dr^ad longing to read in her face concerning 
that* awful likcijcs/^ which hAcf flashed through my 
conscience on meeting het’.befbre* It wls more than 
a pisfenfiment then — ^jt segmed an assurance ;• still 
I wanted proof to determine between d^ubt and 
efertain^. She — she alone could be the ^^itness that 
fny guilt IJer features^h'ad spoken ; but by her 
mouth alone could I fina^y be convicted. Yet, even 
thought found her, could I ho\fc tef hear her voiced 
My heart misgave me — but ffhdcavour to find her I < 
must 

At last, after many days, the desire seemed 
reali^d. I came upon^her sitting by the river, 
motionless, and gazing into the turbid flow, as though 
abefUt to seek death in its* embrace. Hell, after 
all, at times offers what is akin to satisfactic^n : for 
a moment I forgot self and everything beside me, 
anxious only to, approach her. a gliding shadow 
I moved forward, scarcely to b<? distinguished from 
the crawling mists that haunt thos(^ banks of dark- 
ness. 

I was * jible to^ watch her leisurely, though in 
fevered anguish and with trembling soul, examining 
h^ countenance^ and questioning her every fcatilrc. 

It was all tarxl suffering to pic p out I forced 
• myscir to the ta%|c, and the result was utterly stAh- 
lipfe. an effort of the will pnly keeping me from 
jumping t« my feet* Wow could I *have beljfcved 
Makin to be her very image ! There wm a likeness 
certainl>s‘but not more than might be n^ely casual.. 

It was the first time that I experience anything 
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like relief in hell — stringe that it came to me hf the 
side of that ominous river ! A feelrng of corilfoft all 
but superseded the pain of inquiry. 

My eyes devouring her greedily, yielded con- 
viction. NS — hers was no likeness to Martin that 
need trouble me. But there was a likenefs-w— 
whom ? ^ 

My satisfaction was shortlived, alas! (A ne^ 
horitir laid hold of ine, clutching my evei^ fPbfe^ 
What could it be? Dovbt pursued by certainty 
darting through*me^I saw it — Yes! Yes ! Annie 
^ was not like Martin ; she was like that girl loved by 
Martin, who had been the last object of my earthly 
desires, — whom I had lifted from poverty, but who had 
preferred poverty with Ma*;tin to a palace with ^mc ! 

It must be so — the more I gazed the more certain 
I seemed. This then was Martin’s secret that should 
have made all straight between us — that girl my 
daughter, and he, Martin, my sor 1 

I shook with horror ; again the words kept ring- 
ing in my brain that the sins of the fathers shall be 
visited upon th^ children. That girl my child I So 
near had I been to con^mit & crime at which vice 
itself shrinks back appalled. My own daughter ! 
Oh heavens of mercy, where indeed shall the conse- 
qi/ences of jin find their limit ? i 

Unutterable aguish laid hold- oS m«sr. There she 
s4t, pale, gloomy — a very image ot^^pitiless fate. A • 
few words of hers woujd have sufficed to dispel \he 
misqry of sus^ting doubt. n i 

But not I a word she had for me ; her soul and 
.mine were ^ utterly apart The time was when she 
followed m though I took her to the road of hell. 
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Nd^ she turncdi from me, And had I been able to 
shdw "her* the way to raradise, I believe she wpuld 
have sDuAicd me with loathing. 

My life seems one m^s of darkness^ but I see in 
nupieratle lights — scyrie lieavcnly, some (?arthly — 
illumining tiie gloofn. ^ It js more especially the 
tountl^s proofs of God’s fatherly goodness I call to 
itiJIid^ like star^ I see th(Jh shining through the 
night of my sinful folly.# • 

I s#c now how often God whs near me, how oftdn 
His hand was upon me to sthp me in the downward* 
course ; to warn me, move^ me, draw me to Him in 
unutterable mercy. Jdow tender, how faithful, how 
lon^suffcring was He ir^ His dealings with me, fol- 
lowing me in pity aH the days of my life — as, indeed 
Hi follows all men. Oh, tViink of it my brothers, 
my sisters, ye, whose eyes are not yet closed i^ death. 
He is following you, loving you daily, continually I 
Hut I spumed ^he touch of tha^ hand, not caring for 
His love, and I am lost now, having my portion with 
the ungodly in ^the place of wailing" •and gnashing of 
teeth. • • 

• I could jiot but* be moved sometimes. The hand 
reaching down from heaven was too plainly to be 
fejt ; The blessings it spread ^ebout my p§th were too 
great for c\trt me to disregard tUem.* There v^rc 
* times when I feU I ought to kiss that hand of mercy, 
pj/iring ouA tears of repentajat gratitude. My heart 
would be softened and ftirred to the depth. If sor- 
row for sin was weak, yet resolutions to m|nd my ways 
seemed strong, and I believed I should wicvcr ag^'n 
forget how good the Lord had been. 
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But forget I did, losing si^ht of ^eiything— ;l#vc, 
gratitude, benefit, and resolve — ay, qf Gpef Hmstlf ! 
Nor, was it mere^ forgetting — no, I cared ^ot to re- 
memf>er ; turning away so fully,, lhaj when troifble 
once more overtoolc me, never «ven thought of 
Him*wh6 had helped me And jpitied me befol*^* \ 

Yes, l^t me confess h loydly^ it is not the fault oj 
God that I did not come forth from earth's besetting 
dangers a redeemed anv} blessed sojul ! 

The parable of •the Good^Shepherd giving His life 
. fsr the sheep, ho\v shnple it is, and how it sp:?aks to 
• the heart ? And that \6ve is not only for the flock as a 
whole, but for each individual sheep — ever leaving 
the ninety and nine to go after that which is gone 
astray. And how tenderly will He seek for it,«and, 
if so be that He find it, carry it •home rejoicing! 

Yes, I feci it now, if I did not feel it then, that 
all thrragh my sinful life there was One seeking me 
in sorrow and in hope, ay — and finding me aghin and 
again I But I wouljl not stay in the^fold, preferring 
my own dark ways to His watchful guidance, I 
would not, and Jo, I am lost 1 

I never was visited by^'^eridus illness after that first 
trouble at theoutsetof manhood tilf'thc daysof myfinal 
agony ; but I once suffered from inflammation of the 
cyis, which necessitated my abiding /or several weeks 
in a darkened ro^m, ‘I'hat was *a time of misery — 
not merely a trial to patience, but pimply awful. I , 
gained a pretty clear id^a of the signal ,punishm^t 
inflioted by thi solitary -confinement systeq^i in prisons. 
To a heart burdened with evil recollections there fan 
be no greaty misery than solitude. Days agd nights 
were crawlyg past alike in gloom ; and it seemed to 
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me 'not only tliat|darkr^ss itlclf increased, but that 
I w4s ingulfed hy it more and more. And yet that 
darkness vfas but a feeble foretaste •of the night en- 
closing me here^ f.thou^ht fearful then ; it \^ould 
be mercy now, • 

I +a3 plenty of s<j-calied friends, but ^mehow 
not many cared to vteit pie ; ^t was not |j!casant, I 
^ppos^ to share my confinement and ifsten to my 
^hftiaJ^grumbling^ / 

So 1 was left alone foi the most part Alone ? — 
nay, I had company. My bettbr Alf had a chancs; 
now of being heard. I had*forgotten it, neglected • 
it, banished it for years, liyt it had found me out, 
seizing upon my lonelipcss to confront me, darkness 
not toeing an obstacle. •! disliked it exceedingly, 
yet what could I do but listen. It had come to 
upBraid me, contending witTi me, and left me no 
peace. 

There are two stives in every man, never at unity 
with one anotjier, although tjieirs is a brother 
hood closer than that of Castor ^nd Pollux of old ; 
striving continupusly, not because love is wanting, 
but because contention is^their very nature. That 
duality in* man is Ihe outcome of sin. If he could 
be saved from ic, sin with all its consequences would 
cc|ise*to enthral Jiim. And^4hcrc is a /clcasc, m 1 
found out id \host darken^ day®. ^Wc wrestled 
• without a hope of conciliation. There is not a more 
st;iA‘-nccke<kor inflexible beifig than what is called 
the better :>clf. Not ont iota would it yield ; but I 
was to gite up everything, should Itrip myself 
entirely to the death even of self. But 1 would npt, 
and perhaps I could not 
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Yes I could, if I ^ould^ Foil presently I per- 
ceiyed that we were not two but th^ee ; two warfing, 
and a third one* trying to mediate in earnest love. 

I co^ld oppose the ^ better self, biit yim I dared* not 
contradict. *I felt it too plainly that He was r^ht, 
and thal through Him oidy I^could be at peaeft with 
myself agd begin a npw life. knew*who He was, 
the one Mediator, not only between me c(nd thit 
othef self, but betweeri me and the righteous uoft-^ 
the only-begotten ‘Son, once born in the flesh. 

^ In those dayS I )Vas His prisoner. There? was no 
escaping in the dark'fcorner in which He faced me 
— the Good Shepherd had found the wandering 
sheep, His arms were about. me, and He was ready 
to take me home. But the v'illingness was only oft His 
side ; I cared not, suffering Him with a negative 
endurance merely, and not wanting to be kept Tast 
There ♦•was something within me waiting but for 
opportunity to break away from the Shepherd’s 
hold. 

Nor was opportitnity wanting ; it is ever at hand 
when looked for by perversity. The evil one had 
nowise yielded his part in ilie, and required but 
little effort to assert it. 

He invented an amusement that needed no light 
One of my friends was his messenger, and I received 
him opcn-armedc as a very liberator.^ Delightful 
pastime — that game of hazard — tha't could be played * 
in the dark I ** ' 

We playeef, my friend and I— no, the*enemy and 
myself; for* my companion was no othfcr than the 
prince of darkness ; the stakes — I knew it not then, 
but I kno^ it now — being nothing less than my 
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soul's •salvation. iWith ^uch %n expert I could of 
couAe hot coijipcite ; he won — I lost 

f remember ^ ^orious eYeniyg on the Mecyter- 
ranean. The day had bean sultry, but towards sun- 
set a •gentle wind hac^ ristn ; a cool air f^oraT the 
north-west, fresh and balmy, fanned the dock. The 
vsteves r^se and sank in even cadence, t!icir silvery 
^rtAs ^jparkling far and widt? A playful troo*p of 
dolphins gamboled rounc^the vessel. 

The%un had just dipped his^racfiant front in thC 
cooling waters ; dashes of golfi, amid a deeper glow • 
of purple and red, burned jn the western horizon, 
beyond the Ionian sea, enhancing an asjxrct of un- 
utterable loveliness. To#our left was the splendid 
island of Cythera, afid, rising beyond it, with clear 
outFines and deepening shadows, the majestic hills of 
Maina, where Sparta was of old. To our right the 
beauteous Candia, with the heaven-kissing Ida, the 
snfiwy summit gf which was ev^n now blushing in a 
rapture of parting light * 

Lily sat silent and almost moWonlcss, leaning 
against the bulwark, Fftr haads pressed to her bosom, 
gazing absently tow'ard the coast of Morca. The 
wind played caressingly with a curl of her silky hair. 

I ,kniw not what to adnjtrc most, glorious 
panorama, or^tTiO gfrlish figure that^ formed so lovely 
•a centre. My ayes rested on her, drinking in her 
b 9 iLuty — h<^! what was that ?t Uneasily she breathed, 
hcr^ chest heaving, her 4acc turned to ^e with an 
expression bf anguished distress. I saw that flush 
and pallbr strove for the mastery in hy face, ayd 
that her spirit battled against aome unknfcwn foe. 
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‘What is it, Lily?*' I crif^d, repressing^emoHon. 

J I know not/ she said, with a doubled sigh. ‘ I 
felt ft horrible '(vcig|it on my §oul. iSut be not 
anxious, my friend, it k gone already.* 

And^ indeed she looked herseJf again. I ^ook 
her hand, and we sat side by ^ide, not talking.* •The 
night descended slowly — a., night of paradise. The 
land disappeared in folds of gray, the si^pmit fcf 
Ida only preserving a /aint flush, -and the daPkefiihg 
dome above shohe forth ‘in myriads of sparkling 
hghts. ^ " 

^What are you thinking of, Lily?* I asked, 
presently closing my hand on hers. 

‘ Shall I tell you, Philip ?.’ she responded softly, 
looking me full in the faoc. ‘ I just remembered a 
little story ; would you like to hear it?* And she 
began : 

‘ Tnere was a poor man whose pious parents left 
him no heritage save an honest name and a good, 
God-loving heart; now although in this he had 
riches without measure, yet the world accounted him 
poor. 

* It went well with hioi at tirst, but by degrees he 
tasted trouble. He lost the small fortune he hjld 
succeeded in saving by dint of work. And the 
people pointed to him^saying : “ Pcor wretch !** ^ 

‘“No, not poor,’* he said ; “ God is' my portion 1*^ 

* But misfortune pursued him. < Most of his so- 
called friends turned tlieir back on hirti, and th'^se 
ever, whon^ he had trusted most, proved faithless. 
He was deceived, calumniated, misjudged. 

^ ‘And roople shook their heads saying: “How 
wretched ^ad miserable you are, to be sure 1" 
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‘•"No/* he said, tho^jgh Ms voice trembled, "not 
wrItcBed, for G^d is my portion !*’ ^ 

‘But the greatest trouble^ of ill now laid him 
lo\^ ; he lost hip losing wife|an<j soon after his^only 
child The suffering miln stood alone in heartless 
wojld/ ^ • 

‘ Again the people said, shrugging thei&shouldcrs: 
• Surel;^ now you will own y^oursclf miserable and 
p\f fetched, a very butt of trouble !" 

Jfo,” he cried, repressing "the welling tears, 
"God fe yet my portion !'* 

‘ And the people turned ffom him, saying he was 
singular and strange, and, nicknaming him John 
Comfort m virtue of hjs peculiarity. 

he, truly, was nqfi wretched, nor indeed for- 
saken. The last wcJrds he was heard to speak on 
eafth were: "Go<3 in heaven is my |>ortion I'" 

‘And he entered into the joy of his Lord^ 

• • 

• Did Lily love me ? Again and again I ask 
myself this question. You will^hink it ought to be 
of little consequence^ to me no\v^ But not so. 
Since all is vanity and nothingness here, the past 
only remains to tJe looked to ; and even the sure 
knowledge that* her love was mine would be yn- 
sppalAble comf»rt But lysll is void ^f comfort 
Shall I ever liftd aA answer to thatpqu^tion ? 

Again and again I have gone over the whole of 
nyr intcrcotrse with her, trying to understand her 
part of the* relation l>etween us. Sometimes I liavc 
seemed to afrive at a * yes,’ and then a bittlr ' no' wipes 
out the happy conviction. She knew mafrom child- 
hood, seeing a brother in me, no doubtl — an elder 
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brother even, for the 'discrepancy, o'f years must 
have been against me. And she, whose heart frbm 
hec tenderest yoifth ijad been directed t& heaven, 
how should she, hqjv c^uld she„'haye fastened her 
affections, on such a clod of earth as I was? And 
she cfied so young, in the ‘happiest age of idekls^ * 

But stiil, if I call hack ,to hiind the tenderness 
with which she ever surrounded me, the entire devoi 
tion that yielded to me', with such doving surrtncJe;, ^ 
and made her look to me as ta her guide and guardian ; 

« ahd considering tViat I was the only one of my sex 
'she was brought into close contact with, I say to my- 
self — surely she loved me, she cannot but have loved 
me ! Not with a feeling like mine, but with her 
own sweet aficction, that lor/e divine, passionless and 
pure, which so often spoke to my soul in intercourse 
with her, but which never found root in my heart 
And I cannot forget that in dying something 
seemed present with her, resembling the perfect love 
of holiest woman. It made efforts to flow into 
words, it hovered oh her lips, shining in her eyes, 
but it found net expression. It had not reached 
the rijxiness which speaki\ and it died with her, as 
an unborn babe with the mother that would havo 
given it life. Is it possible that it was love to 
me which, even in her. last moments, glorified her 
bqiuty ? ‘ 

Did she love me — yes or no."' Alas, 1 keep . 
asking, and who shall i give me an an^ver? Slje 
nevei had ar y secret from n;e. If indeed she loved 
me, that wae the one secret, hidden surely to herself 
even, and sfce took it with her to the other life. . . . 
As a d3cam I remember the days we spent at 
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BetljlAcm-^a drfeam, tkougli I hardly closed my 
eyes. 

It was with difficulty that w® obtained admiltandfe 
to a small cotta^ berderijig hpoii the great dofstcr 
gardens. ^ There the lay, fJale as a lily, beaHitifqJ to 
the fe5t,*even in death. • AiTd the paler she grew the 
deeper glowed the brightness Af her wondfous eyes. 
It^was as if the very star of B^dilehem she loved to 
thlnC: of had found a dwelling ir^ her gaze. Nor 
was she white with thaf livid pallpr which death^ 
casts on* features in which hij lingering touch has 
wrought havoc ; it w^as rather a transparent white- 
ness glorifying mortality and testifying against its 
victoi^ far more loudly than health’s ro.siest bloom. 

Night followed day, and day succeeded night, the 
time^for us flowing unmca.sui^d ; I know not how 
it passed. The cloister bells kept ringing ^Imost 
continuo^isly, excruciating to my grief ; for it seemed 
to me as though, \{'ith heartless voice, they w^ere 
tollffig out the life bf my beloved^ No one heeded 
us, but the prior one day sent some consecrated palm 
branches, which appeared to delight LiTy. I fastened 
them above, her couc^ 

* As life ebbed away her unrest increased. She 
asked to be moved. She was too weak herself, 
andtas*a little cWld I lifted#!her in mj^*arms, my 
mother ^mootfiin^ the couch. Afa.s, it was \km 
first ^ime since sfle had quitted childhood that 1 
dared take hir into n^y arms. * And, u»<ynsciously, 
she qfasped my ndek to Steady my holdi Oh, ?he 
touch of love I but how late it came, law because 
dying I Tcould not keep back my tears, jand they* 
fell on her upturned face. ^ 

* 16 
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* My friend/ she said, mmid heavenly sntijp — 

heart yet trembles at the meitioiy-^* tears, my 

ftiend, and I so happy? I do not suffer in the least, 
ancf spon, ston, it will ^11 be ovtfr. •There is but one 
thir^g grieving me. I long for the’Paradisj of jGod, 
my soul’s home, where peace and joy awaiC rhc. I 
shall sooTi»be there — ■^vith6ut you, Philip! But not 
for Jong. Wc shall be united again where there^is 
no more parting.^ ' * 

Her voice v^as ijearly inaudible, and her breathing 
troubled. As a spirit-whisper those words* touched 
my car : 

* My friend,’ she resumed after a while, ^ how 
sweet it was to call you thus 1 Yes, Philip, I may 
tell you now, I loved that name for the best part of 
my life. . . . Yet thc*‘c was a depth of meaning in 
it which I seemed not to fathom entirely, however 
much I endeavoured to be true and loving to you. 
... I often felt you deserved ’a greater and fuller 
affection than I w{fs able to give you . . . and* yet 
those were happy moments when I tried to under- 
stand the high'^mcaning of that sweet name. . . . But 
there seemed something hidden in it, — something I 
could not reach, — which, if I had it, would ma\e 
happiness perfect. I have not found it ... I go 
to God n6\v, and there, Philip, alP will be given . . . 
U.U shall be calling each other frund in His presence to 
all eternity. . . the measure of happiness will be full 1' 

Her pViysical unease reached such' a pitch Hhat 
lying dowj^ became impossible, 1 took her in^^o my 
arms, sitt ng down on the edge of her couch, her * 
head lea-hing against my heart, and by degrees 
quietude Returned. 
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I «at holding her, hour mt%-ging into hour ; God 
aloife knew yrhat I sunfercd. She moved ncjt — 
her eyes wire closed ; tlie slow^ faiifl; breathing onlf , 
and*the scarcelji pcfccptible |thr(jbbiiig of her htart, 
showed that life Jiad not* yet fled. I held he'r hand 
in Bifne* — cold, alas, ^alraudy — and anxiousTy I 
watched the isinking *pul^c. J lived in its beating 
oily, but oh, what hopeless living ! The hand pew 
h:^,*th€ pulse becoming slowed and slower ; it could 
not last* much longer. 

Sudcknly she raised her e/cs, ’suffused, with 5 
light of unearthly kindling, 5nd whispered gently, 
‘ My friend ! ' As a fleecing breath the words 
escaped her lips, but I understood them, with a holy 
kiss Uending to her brow.. 

Again she moved *her lips^ but no further .sound 
fell *on my car. ^he had told me once that she 
loved the habit of the ancient Church that jflined a 
blessing tb'the Croas, and involuntarily I made the 
holy sign to her, dying eyes. , 

She understood it, a smile gloTifying her features 
as with a reflection of hj^aven’s ])cace.« Vision faded, 
the lids closing slowly! A fjcntlc sigh, and .she was 
gftne. Lilyls dead Wly rested against my heart. 

Submission I ’knew not. The frail maiden had 
upljelef me ; she ^one, strength anti sclt-posscssion 
vanished. FtTr’days' and weeks I \wis rfs one bc^t 
of reason, a prey lo devouring grief. But of that I 
speak not 1 
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It is long since I wrtf.e to you. Repeatedly I have 
taken up the pen, but only to drop it again in 
despair. It seemed impossible to describe what I 
have seen. But it weigh^ upon the heart, urging me 
to tell you, however feebly. ■ Having confided so 
much to you, I oughi not to keep this crowning 
experience to myself. Listen, then, to what I have 
to impart to you in sorrow. , , ’ 

The great moment was fast drawing tear. 
Darkness seemed' being engulfed by the abyss 
more and morp rapidly — light with us reaching its 
fulness in a transparent dawn ; but far, far away, 
beyond the gulf, a great daybre'ak was bursting the 
confines of night. I knew the ' fair land of the 
blessed w^s about to be revcale(| It was a won- 
drous radiance,, incrccising quickly, 'aud transfusing 
tlic distant shore with hues of , unknown and in- 
describable loveliness, In dreams orly, or When 
yielding trf the magic of ,mu^ic, a fain‘ foretaste of 
such gloryf may come to the human souL 
^ Hell sjemed captivated, the whole of ily existence 
culminatirg in an all - pervading sense of dread; 
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millions of^ hungry -eyed^ souls' drawn toward a self- 
same goal. Sonfc like pillars of salt stood moLon- 
less, gazing into tl\e brighteniog glow ; others hud 
sunl< to their knees ; other.i ag^in, falling to » the 
ground, sought to hide tlieir faces ; while some in 
hoptl^s defiance refused id look. But I stooJ in 
fear and trembling, foi*gctfuI of all but tl)C' vision at 
h^d. 

• • And suddenly it seemed ccs if a great veil were 
rent asunder, torrents of light overflowing their 
banks, atid the wide heavens steeped in flame. A 
sigh bursting from untold millions of lost ones ended 
in a wail of sorrow that went quivering through the 
spaces of hell. I heard, and saw no more. As one 
struct^ by lightning I had fallen on my face. 

How long I la^ thus coiifounded I know not ; 
but when again I lifted my dazzled eyes, there was a 
clear, steady glow, a beneficent radiance that admitted 
of my looJ:dig into it, not blinding vision. Still I 
hacf to accustom- rny sight to it', it seemed a vast 
ocean of light that by degrees only assumed colour 
and shape ; dawning foi;th to the raptured gaze as a 
world of beauty and^ loveliness, such as eye has 
ndt seen and the mind is unable to grasp. l^ut 
never for a moment did I doubt the reality. I knew 
it was ’the land of bliss, cyeji Paradise,* unfolding 
to my At 'first it seejned as' though islawis 

and distant shoreJ grew visible in that sea of light, 
gentle harmdnies of ^colour “floating ^houi them. 
But gradualfjr the’scattcitd parts uniteot forming a 
perfect whole, a world of bliss immeasurably vast 
Yet, infinite as it appeared, it formed but a single 
county — a garden abounding in blessing, in b^uty, 
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in delight The lovelfest s^ts on earth are astlesert 
plofics in comparison. I have nd other worcfs to 
describe it To* do,sp fully an^ justly ^ had need 
to be an angel, and yo i know whab I am — one^who 
might have been an anget, but lost* now and for^ever 
undone. 

Trembljng with awe and enchantment I gazed 
into. Paradise, deeper and deeper, encompassing, fio 
doubt, thousands of miles. For, strange as th5 aspt^ 
was, the power^ of vision "given was stranger still ; 
my spirit seemed roaming through vast rialms of 
glory, all their beauties laid bare to my tranced 
sense. I felt the balmy breezes, I heard the rustic 
of trees, the gentle cadence of waters. It was given 
me to see every perfect "fruit, every lovely Rower, 
every drop of dew reflecting the light. I saw, heard, 
felt, drank in the fill of beauty. There was music 
everywhere, speaking the language of nature glorified. 
Nut a dewdrop sparkling, not a tree-top ’rustling, not 
a flower opening, bat it swelled the heavenly p5alm ; 
all sounds floating together in harmony, wondrous 
and pure. As yet I saw no living |poiil ; but songs 
of joy, of exultant pr^xise, resounded everywhere, 
nature and spirit uniting in one perfect hynfh. 
\Vhat shall I say, but that infinite ^Dlis*^, unspeakable 
happiness, ’and hcaveij^y peace, flashed delight mto 
soul with a thousand daggers of longing ! 

This then was Kden, I seemed'*all but in it and 
yet how fa- — how far ! Of all that gl6ry not a ray 
of Fight foD me, not a flowdr even," or a drop of dew ! 
Ah gracioas heavens, not a drop of water — not a 
single tear ! 

But where were they, the souls whom no man 
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hath ^counted, the saved one^, redeemed from the 
work! ?• Not one* of th#m I had seen as yet. The 
^rarden se#m^d as untrodden of hyinan foot a/ on 
the«day when AdaAi and Ev| had been driven forth 
by him with the (faming^ sworef ‘ Where are* yc, 
niyjlpyod one's, if not in Uie heaven I sedi?' -My 
heart cried out for ^itm, longing, thirsting — Aunt 
l^etty somehow rising first to my mind.* ^Why she, 
lyzaniyDt tell, since there is another far ncarep and 
dearer to my soul. ^ • 

But^while I thought of lK:r, # behold herseltl 
Yes, there she was, I opcningbmy sorro\vfiil*arms to 
clasp her ; but, ah me, there is a great gulf fixed, 
and no passing across it ! Tct 1 saw her, dear Aunt 
betty — saw her as plainly as though 1 need but 
stretch forth my baud to draw her to my embrace. 
It ^as she, and yc*t how chartged ! glorified to youth 
and beauty everlasting, the same to recc^gnisirig 
^vision, •buj perfected, and spotless as the white 
raywnt she wore. Some happy thought seemed 
moving in her as she walked ttc paths of content, 
crowned with a halo of j)eacc. I saw slie was happy ; 

I saw it in the light qI' her eyes, in the smile hover- 
ipg about her mouth ; she had coiKjuered, and sorrrnv 
and grief had viwiishcd with the world. 

I was deeply moved, to tjie i)Ouring forth of it»y 
soul even in wteping ; but ^l^at lx)ots cynotion if the 
eyes ^^rc a dric(^-up well ! • I thought of the 
anc^ sclf-for^etting kindness jhe had ever shown to 
me in the days of hi?r life. Now onl^ f knew^how 
much she had been to me — ^ow only I 4 understood 
her. F^r — marvellous yet true — I nc^t only saw 
her : I was permitted even to read her heart /fll 
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she had suffered — her^ every battling and victpry— 
lay open to my view as ^a finished tale. • Y€s, I 
un<3ferstood her I had never done beftre. Long 
ago when she was ydh^g, my fatlier had been a4rue 
brotlier to Ker in ‘a time* of bittef sorrow, offering 
her J-he»Shclter of his love when she found the;w5)rld 
empty and cold. She had ndvpr forgotten that — her 
grateful heart vowing to him the remainder of hgr 
life <n the service ofi sisterly devotion. She 4iac^ 
kept that vow fu,Uy, fondly. That was the' key to 
Ijer life. And her beautiful sacrifice of love enriched 
, not only my father, ibut all she could help and 
cherish, souls without number, of whom I was chief 
My father — Lily! my heart was reverting to 
both simultaneously. And oh, rapture ! — I beheld 
them even now emerging from a shady grove. 
Aunt Betty seemed to be meeting* them. • 

Thf sight of Lily was more than I could bear, a 
film overspreading my senses, ^t seemed at^first as 
though both had appeared but to vanish ; but no^; — 
in perfect clearness and heavenly calm these beloved 
ones moved in my vision. Nothing of outward 
beauty, nor yet of the heart s, secret history, being 
hid from me. Truly T had never known then\ 
never seen them aright before. i 

‘ O Lily 1 beautiful eyen on eartlj and of sweetest 
womanhoenf, but surpas^^ifigly bcautifui in the fulness 
of*?uradisa Mortal eyefhas not se^ such loveliness 
glorified to transcendept charm. Nay, , human im- 
agination isU6o poor to reach tivep to the hem ol 
her garmentj ‘ Holy ahd sanctified ! ’ seemed td be 
written in h/ir every feature, surrounding her with a 
hilo of praise. It spoke from her crown of glory, 
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from .the palm^Df victory she^carried, from her robe 
of righteousness^ whitei* than snow. And as she 
lifted her shining eyes, it was as though their ^ze 
enfilded me ; I tr<Anbled an<^ flowed, as a flickering 
flame touched t)y*a kindling ^breath.* And that 
an^^^mile of^ perfect blis^ accompanying Vie Jock 
seemed meant for nj^ — evetj me. But that was 
illusion. None of them can see us here — thank 
(5 p 4 ! , I saw her j she was ne^r me in spirit vfsion, 
l)Ut in truth she was far,/ar awa)%; and the blessed 
ones inJParadise are saved fronvtho thought of hcil 
and its every horror. Yet the separating gulf docs 
not separate me from her inmost thought. Woe is 
me I shaB I weep, or dare I Vcjoicc ? I can read in 
her {iious heart as in an open book I Ah me, what 
cTo I read ? I see it — see it as in clearest writing 
that she loved me ‘with all h(fr soul — truly, if uncon- 
sciously, with the deepest purest giving ot virgin 
bride. more, slje loves me still ! she is thinking 
of 4 ne, longing for, me with a longing as painless as 
pure. For it is in hell only tha^ pain and grief arc 
known. 

What more can I#^ay? Hopelessness, my daily 
portion, is •as a blaifing fire feeding on my soul, some- 
times sinking ii% ashes, l)ut never dying. At that 
moment of sweetest bitterest convictioi^ the flafric 
seemed fostci«eJ jDy. denial, "the very essence of hell. 
Bliss ahd delight^vcering roilnd to despair, my wTOlc 
misErable c^cistencc flared i|p in an all-consuming 
agony. 

^Scc what might have beren yours, but you have 
lost it — iost r was the ever-recurring cry of my tor- 
tured souL Can you wonder that I hardly heeded 
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my good pious father \yho walked beside her, sirring 
her felicity?— that I cannot^ememyr a ^ngle \ford 
passing between! them— nay, heard 'not for very 
angijish? Had I beei| quiet toMisten, no doubt I 
wou d have heard iJention •of my n^me, might have 
heajt! th'em speak of iqe in heavenly teff^ijcss 
But, having seen Lily, and t(;ad in her very heart 
the assurante that she loved me, I heard and saw ly 
mord See what ini^it have been yours, but 
have lost it— lost I writhed in despair. Vain was 
my effort to lift eyes to her once more-,1 could 
not— could not ! And with a cry of horror 1 fell 
back upon myself 
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Since you heard from me l.'fst — and there seems tef 
have been a longer pause tl^an usual — I have roamed 
about in aimless adveyturc. 

There are no accurate means of estimating either 
distance in hell, or fhc speed of our travels ; I cxirect 
that both are astounding, ’fime and space here can 
only spoken of in an abstract sort of •way, as 
existing 1fi thought merely. Consccjiiently there are 
hardly two souls 'amongst us tjiat would agree con- 
cerning the measure of either. * Hut that holds true 
of anything. 

Since everything^ thea, is imaginary, unanimity 
*is merely accidental, an^J what is called harmony on 
sarth not to Te found here. That a number of 
seuls* by social* instinct, aiXl under ^ce of habit, 
shoul^ unite* <1t *a §ivcn pfacefor*i given object by 
nc^ means is j»oof of concord. For concor^pre- 
supposes liberty, whereas suth souls arc under down- 
right com^ulsioit, and, apart from the (nstinct»which 
drives them in a common aircction, nowise at unity 
amongXliemsclves. , 

My roamings, then, are no free-will undertaking. 
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Whenever I ^eel especiaily miserably and desponding, 
there is a sense of relief iif dashiryj about blinSly 
with no other object but that of moving.* Blindly, 

I say — meaning heec|ess of 9 tst^cles ; pushfng 
through^ wallS, mountains, . blouses, trcps — through 
livings creatures even if they are in my way.'.^'Tlhe 
latter, of qourse, is not altpge^hcr pleasant ; fancy 
rushing throflgh man or beast in your aimless hurry! 
But dne gets used to‘^pverything ,here. ‘Oh; cfi^i 
tracted soul 1’ your* neighbor.r cries, and is satisfied 
^ you should pass. ' We are always suiting ourselves 
5.0 circumstances, you sCc. Are you surprised that 
I should yield to such rnadness of motion ? True, 
every one here has his or hei; congenial atode ; so 
have I, leading, as you knoy, a sickening life. ‘But 
I am helpless once the frenzy seizes me, unhinging 
my very existence, and away I hie* me, as driven t>y 
despair. ' 

Yes, that it is — despair and < nothings 'else, en- 
gendering a need, arpounting to passion almost, bf 
trying to escape frorfi oneself, or at least to stupefy 
oneself 

Neither the one nor the othCi* is possible ; in the 
world one succeeds at times^ never’in hell.. But that* 
knowledge does not restrain me ; agkin and again I 
perceive the , utter uselessness of er^Jeavour, piilliug 
up suddenly, perhaps, to find mysClf 'Irf <ne strangest 
of pTaces. < 

And more horribly stiinge, more dismal than any, 
is the place I from whic^ I Jately letumbd. As a 
maddened fool I felt driven thither; as a maddened 
fooj I hurried back, utterly confounded. 

I suppose every soul here is forced to perform 
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that •journey o!ic^ at least ; ^nd in s(^ far it might 
nof unaptly be jailed a^ilgrimage, but^to a frightful 
shrine. Whether it is on account iof a certain inex- 
plieable mania jDolsessing all sooner or lal^r, or 
merely by d[nt, o/ a di^^ad attraction* exercised by 
th^t*ajfful place, I know^not; but no one' e.^apes 
the fate of gping thijrter onc(i, if not oftjncr. You 
^now what a crowd is drawn by a public execution, 
anfl lhat people^ assist/At so dire a spAtacle 
unless* positively prohibited. It* is strange I But 
what should you say if any one* by 'morbid attraction 
had a longing to watch his cAvn execution ? Some-* 
thing very like this takes place here. 

You aVe aware by this time, and must be so, apart 
front my inadequate account, that between this evil 
place and Paradise* a great gulf is fixed. Great, I 
sa^, and would add frightfuf, but that words invented 
for earth’s need are altogether unfit to desembe that 
gulf. the home of Satan. Do you understand 

that? In the, depth of that , abyss the quenchless 
fire is burning, for ever tended by the devil and his 
host How far, away is it ? I carrot tell ; I think 
it is in the outmost limjf of hell. How near one 
may appib^ch it ?* Dvcji at a distance of hundreds 
of miles one f^ls seized with giddiness and all the 
hgrrcfrs of death; but one 'is drawn ^neverthefess. 
That one shfttfld ercr esca^ it aj^in «ceins marvel- 
lous, * How wid^ the gulf is ? When lit up b^the 
rajiance of Paradise, the eye at a leap seems to 
carry you Across^ bu*^ I /iouly not it mfy be likened 
to a shoreless ocean. ' 

L ighf now is fast decreasing, swallowed up Jby 
the darkness rising afresh from the abyss. Do you 
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expect me tp describe do you that afiode of terror? 
But I can more depict it? than I^was able to ^ve 
a ^truc representation of Paradise. It * is beyond 
humfin possibilities^ andi I am Ijut Jiuman, everf in 
hell. Yet one thing I mhy tell yp\i; believe me, 
that%note than one rich *man is to be found by#thc 
awful pit,, looking aoross to « where they see the 
blessed pooV in Abraham^s bosom, stretching fortli 
their ‘arms too, and entlccating for a drop of wate^ 
cool their tongue.* But that first rich man ' of the 
gtispel does not dppdar to be among them ; fhere is 
^ a rumour that perchant;e he was saved. 

Alas 1 I was among tliose begging rich, suppli- 
cating with all my soul, but no one — no one heard 
me. Despair urged me to fling myself into the ^vful 
gulf, that perchance I might lose myself amid the 
howling fiends of the bottomless pit. What power 
prevented me, and eventually brought me back from 
the place, I know not. Is it possible th'A God in 
His mercy is yet kec^ping me? 

I have returned Vhen, dreading I shall be carried 
thither a second .time. I must tell you more, though 
it be a subject of horror .both ^to you and to me ; 
but then all these revelations arc fraught ?vith horror*, 
and these letters had better remain Unread by thofe 
whose self-qpmplacent ‘cranquillity of mind dfslil^s 
baing harassed. 

^s I returned shivering in every fibre, and con- 
scious of the thought only of Satan an(f his angels, 
I all ‘but fell\into the arijnsoLone coming towards me 
on his way to the gulf. 

4 But was it a human being, this creature with 
mangled body and frightfully disfigured countenance ? 
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A men indee<^ hys very apf^iarance b^peakin/ his 
name— Juda^ I^ariot. ^ ^ 

A pied of rope was round^ his* neck, and in ]iis 
haitd he carried* thirty picceslof jilver. The rope all 
but suffocates, him, and Ac money burns hij fingers ; 
he 3v€«f)*s throwing it awa)% but it always re*tui1Ts to 
his grasp. J have •hc^rd that it may ^ be absent 
awhile swelling some usurer’s gains ; but ^udas before 
flan^g finds it in bis closed h^ind again, bearing the 
marks *of blood. And •then he Is heard to groan, 

‘ Whatsis that to us ? .see thou to tluat !’ — ^ fruitless 
repentance, which is not repentance, eating away* 
at his soul, and he spcnd.% himself in vain efforts 
to get behind some, one and seize him by the 
neck* 

t 

What he intends' by this is not quite clear ; but 
people think he is anxious to find a charitable soul 
who w^l give him back the kiss he once ga\^ to his 
Lord and^lastcr, ifnd tlicrcby free him from those 
hcftriblc pieces pf 'silver. liut the soul lives not in 
hell who would care to save hint at the cost even of 
a kiss ; he is an, objeej of repugnance to every one. 

I too burst away frofti hin^ horrified. 

• I came aerbss a .scrap of ncws]:)apcr the other 
d^y, and my was cau^ftt by an cidvertiscment 
offering ‘ bric?^ ftoifqucts and funeml wfeaths in^jeat 
vagety.’ And }«st beneath it a stationer cxprcs.scd 
his willingftcss to sell hand - painted^ (^rds for the 
mepu of wedding brcaWastsiand ‘In Memoriatn ’ of 
the dead. Such is life, I said ; side by side grow the 
flowers Tor the adorning of brides and the crownkig 
of corpses. Better sometimes the latter than the 
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former ; bet^r to be cfasped in the, embrace of death 
than^find love dying before its timei 
^ Memorial carcfe ! how touching and — iVow cheap ! 
Hovfc we love to sp^alc Af the virtues,of our departed 
ones, ntepming them ostentiktiouslyjiand assuring the 
worW \^e shall miss them for ever. For.‘’cw? 
Look intOk your own theart, my friend^ and expect 
not to be remembered too long when you are gont. 
Love’s wreaths will fad^^on your grave, and the‘ni|ht-^ 
winds alone will kfeep up their moaning around it 

c 

What is this buzzing about me like troublesome 
flies — memories ? 

I once had taken a youth into my service. He 
was a kind of legacy of Aunt Betty's, and fof her 
sake I intended to be kind to him. But somehow I 
was always finding fault with him. There are people 
who rduse our evil nature, for no reason one can 
see. Poor fellow I — perhaps he was not cflfbr bright, 
though he tried hi^ best. But ‘patience was rtot 
one of my virtues. scolded him almost continu- 
ously, taking a kind of satisfaction I believe in thus 
revenging myself on what I coitsidered his stupidity. 
I well remember the many hard words . 1 flung aV 
hirn, provoked from bad to wors^ by his meek 
sorrowful countenance.* At last T said I 'could 
not bear his* fool’s face any lorigeV, hnd gave him 
warning. I did help him to another place, where 1 
fancy he waF pore kindly used than wdAi me. But 
it wa6 a disHbartcning loginning fof one Who hacj to 
make his way in service ; and he had deserved better 
at my hands. When he had left me I dfecovered 
all torts of little proofs of his touching fidelity and 
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grajrful disposition. How bcWly I had yitwarded the 
poor fellow for such golden qualities ! , 

It coulcf not be palled a gre^t mitter, but it left a 
sting. 

My town cemdence Aad the rare ameryfy of a 
litite*g|erden ; it was ^ut*in at the farther endT)y a 
blind wall forming the back of a humble dwelling in 
tke^rear. But the wall was not quite blind ; it had 
little windo\\* not far from the ground — to my 
notion, the one eye of tWfe house which kept looking 
into mf privacy. I had no need to think so, for 
behind that window sat a poor seamstress who had 
something more to do than* watch my movements. 
Tnie, she would now. and then look up from her 
r^ceclTe, as if she delightod in my garden ; and she 
cvep dared sometime's to put^ her head out of window 
to enjoy the fragrance of my flowers. There could 
be no l^rm in that, but I disliked it. And Svailing 
myself of^hc lettei* of the law, I ran up a paling a 
re\^ feet from tl>e ^all. • 

The right of doing so was mine, but it was very 
wrong. The poor creature had delighted in my 
garden, the proxijnily o^ which had helped her 
through many a joyless day. She loved flowers, 
and the sight of green things was grateful to ^^cr 
haifd-workcd ^evcl. There , jycrc a few*thrushes in 
the garden, ana jfhe'was cheered by their song. ^My 
fenr^ was simply cruel, depriving her not only of 
these enjoyments, bu| of fresA air as w(Jli and of the 
ligh^ she sorely nheded-^I h|d shut her out frotft her 
share of the sky. 

I had acted heedlessly, and I came to see iit 
before long ; good-nature even was stirred, and I 

17 
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actiially reii^lved to make amends, I went foiund 
to tjie back^ street, but was too late ; the poor girl 
had been obliged to Ipave her little room, over which 
the ctruggle^ of terj, loriely years, had thrown a halo 
of hom'e, * » j 

IVeitVier was this a great matter ; but littlc'fhtngs 
make up the sum of gt)od or evil in life, I feel sore 

at heart j 

• ^ 

I had gone out riding one day ; it was In the* 

country, and I intended to look up a farmer in a 
^tnall vijlage, but did not know his house horn the 
surrounding homesteads. The place seemed asleep^ 
in the noonday sun, not a youth within hail to whom 
I might have thrown the bridle. Looking about, I 
saw an open cottage-door and the figure of a young 
girl appearing on the threshold ; I called her and^shc 
promised to mind the animal, seeming half shy, half 
ready to please me. 

I went on my business, and, returtting, came 
upon an interesting spectacle. Tho mare had he- 
come unmanageable ; the young girl could hardly 
hold her, feeling^evidently distressed by the creature’s 
pranks. Her efforts to ^subdue its gamlx)Is served 
as an admirable foil to her figure ; her every move- 
ment was charming, and her pretty face reflected 
so delightfully both fear and vexaViom that instead 
of Jiastening'to her assistance, I stbold still bfhind a 
shrub watching complacently whaP I considered an 
exquisite sqnqe. 

There vAis no dan^r iiwolved.* The mare was 
not vicious — only frolicsome ; but the rustic beauty 
did not understand that, and was evidently frightened, 
holding fast by the bridle, jumping now right, now 
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left^ her lithe figyre foljpwin^ the capeAng anftnal. 

It was ‘merely tQ ingratiate herself with the d%msel 
that the nfare tossed its head, pluhging again as# if 
to inap at he* kvchief, wnich, now flipped from 
her shoulders rerealing fhe whitest of necks. And 
behoW^the masses of golden hair escaped their*con- 
finement falling in a shower of rioglcts as 'though to 
veil her charms. Her distress increased visibjy, a 
<liep glow mantling her features, her bosom heaving. 
Now on tiptoe, now curbing her outstretched arms, 
bending this way, bending that, slie delighted m*e 
with her graceful movements. 

But there was a sudden. end to my enjoyment 
She caught sight of me, and I was obliged to ap- 
pfoa<!h. Had she let g® the marc, it would have 
beep no more than’ I deserved ; but she held on 
faithfully till I was near enough to take hold of the 
bridle ipyself. There she stood burning with shame 
and angerj^er ej es* brimming with tears. Before 1 
mcftint^ I endeavoured to slip >alf-a-crown into her 
hand ; but she turned from me proudly, the coin 
rolling at my fcot. 

Surely no great ^matter. • 1 tiad wronged the girl, 
by being unkind to her, while revelling in the sight 
of* her beauty ; 6ut she came to no harm. On the 
contrary, I have * 3 . sort of f^nviction thst the little 
adventyre proved a useful jesson,* tcafhing hey^.to 
beware of admiriitg fops. 

Nevertheless, men^ories will not be .silenced. Jus- 
tice Js the law of life, best in Jthe world, or in heaven, 
or in hell j and every act of man, though it contain 
but a shadow of wrong, calls for atonement, unless 
God Himself in His mercy will blot^it out. 
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fknowV now-I*know shall to me 

I ® ® I ® 

fromeven such guilt? i , 

♦ Da you see fhat tree? Oftep and cJitcn I sink 
down beneajh it i^ith groans 9f regret, for on its 
branches are gathered therSpportunities of a wasted 
life,^' lliey keep falling (jowi| on me, ready Wtftsh 
me. I am often drivfin thither by the hashes of the 
awfuj Inevitable. How happy I might have bjei, 
how much I might have done in the days of fold^m 
possibility. 

But 1 would not 1 As a blind man I wiSlked in 
* life, careless of light, 'it is dark now, but I can see 
-1 do see-the failiire^of my days. 
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If memor}^ takes me to the lX)ly Land now’ I seem 
to roam through its length and breadth as a broken- 
hearted j^ilgrim questioning every spot for the 
Savicnir of men, but unable to find Him, with whom 
tfiere is forgiveness of sin. In the blessed days I 
spent there actually, peace ‘was offered me daily, 
hourly ; but I was too much engrossed with my own 
vain thougljts to be anxious for the unspeakable gift. 
Aif angel of God walked beside^me, whose influence 
over me was marvellous. Lily’s •faith and piety were 
as sunbeams to njy heart ; I felt the y vifying touches, 
and more than once was nfar yielding up my sinful 
teing, my life and dll, for so precious a Saviour — her 
Saviour — who (t'as ready to be mine ; but at the 
decisive moment #clf-lovc, writhing in agyny, shot hp 
within me as*a Hame of hdlf| blincfing .the eyes. I 
saw^not Him, buj only a fdir girl by my side— (he 
aim of my (farthly hopes andi all but mine already, 
who, alas, sAould*soAn fost inc the Hardest of all 
conflicts, even a wrestling wifi death. 

0 G^itilec, thou land of beauty ! How fine js 
the contrast between Judaea, dark, wild, and waste. 
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and\thine own fair, gofiial tracts. ^And of all places 
none more sLblime than McAint Tal^r. In glorious 
so]itude it rises tfrom the broad expansfc, lifting a 
precipitous front north, ^outh, casj,* an^ west Clothed 
to the top \N^ith woods and<shrubbeide§, its evergreen 
oaks^arfd pi^es seem to^^vie in beauty. Affd ithe 
place is riq^ in aromatic plants* , Never a/iywhere have 
I met sucH freshness — such exuberance of naturf. 
FrorA the south only Vlj^e mount is, accessible, a 
winding to the veiy summit, revealing fresh ‘charms 
ca landscape at cVer^ turn ; and rising from khe sun- 
• burnt plain, you enter* regions of air more pure and 
balmy than you ever dreamt of. The way is longer 
than you expected, but repa,vs you amply ; and as 
you reach the summit beljold a tableland of Home 
three miles in circumference, an expanse of richest 
greensward and splendid groups of trees. 't’ou 
enter this retreat of beauty by a ruined gate in the 
west Remains of enclosures an<d turrcts/»of grottoes 
and cisterns, meet tl^c eye at ever)' tjjrn — memorials 
of a mysterious past which tell of an encampment 
or even a city tjiat may have stood, here. But now 
peace has her dwelling , there; if anywhere in the 
world, with a sense of security and .calm. Nb 
wonder that Peter exclaimed : ‘ L'ord, it is good 
for us to bf here : if Thou wilt, let us make thfee 
tabernacles ; one, for Thee, and bnt for Moses, and 
one tor Elias,’ 1 

We had, begun the ascent towards Evening, and 
though it was but March thr day had Been oppres- 
sively hot ; it was like* a deep draught of refresh- 
nvent, therefore, to reach the cool balmy height We 
felt aa though admitted into Paradise, Just before 
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$\xns€t we gained the top ; findinjf oursyvcs 
unApactedly up6n th^ glorious tali/cland, com- 
manding so boundless a view, a ^ecp silence/ fell 
upcfi us — the w|iol^ of Galil(!e/ nay, tlie greatdr 
of the Holy Lanjl, at our^feet ! ^ • • 

J ^Ij^ked towards Lily^ for it was Ihroligli Jicr 
that the best^of impressions at, all time/ reached me. 
The setting sun was weaVing a h^o abo<i{ her, cast- 
in^a roseate glow on her boa^ty, which more •than 
ever looked as though were ncit of earth. I had 
often f(4t this, but never so fully before. And 
glory of earth and sky about tis seemed as 'nothing, ( 
compared to the uplifting radiance that spoke to me 
from Lil/s face. Slie stoexl wrapt in worshipping 
delight 

Bear with me, my friend, if I seem lengthy, carry- 
ing* thee back agafn and agAin to scenes dead and 
gone* It may seem foolish in a poor lost (^ne like 
me, bu\ ^cn that, is not of my choice! I 'am 
fo» ever driven bar^k upon my own past, and what 
was happiness then is misery# now — ay, hopeless 
despair, ^ ^ 

Towards the north*we Rooked away over the hills 
of Galilc(f to the showy ncaks of I^banon and the 
r(;gions of Damascus. Nestling at our feet were the 
little towns of Gglilec, Cana, i^azarcth, and Nain, wfith 
their holy metr»»cs< \Vest\^itd layjthc plain of Esdra- 
elon, steeped in jliarm, with* Carmel beyond, anfl the 
sea sufifuseck with the light of#the setting: sun. Brook 
Ki^n, winding Ihrdhgl^ thc^ valley lil!c^a ribbon of 
sheen, guidts the eye to th^ headland overhanging 
the Mediterranean. Turning to the cast your gaze 
is captured by the beauty of Lake Gennesareth, with 
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the ^mall t(3iwn of Tibejias, now in ruiifs. Not far oflf 
is Capemaui^, and beyond tie lake* the de^er^ wlferc 
Chri^ fed the miiltitude. To the south fare Mount 
H^rmo'n and the hills* of Samsfria. Farther still, 
beyond Jericho, the lonely , height wjjere the Son of 
GochCaslid and was temj^ted by Satan. tye 

wanders awa^ over Joijdan toG^thabara^ where John 
baptized ; over the^Red Sea' to Mount Nebo, in th| 

land of the Moabites, \vhcre Moses died ; and in 

* • • • 

distant haze you tdescry tiie boundless desert of 
Arabia. 

The Sun was sinking — nay, it fell into the sea, 
glowing like a ball of flame, and sudden darkness 
overspread the land. But our people had b6en busy; 
a tent was ready to receive my mother and Lil>^ for 
we intended to spend the night on Tabor. Our 
mules enjoyed their liberty and the succulent grass. 
A fire Ivid been lit with odoriferous branches of cedar, 
and a simple supper was beings prepare^J. * Every 
hand was busy, excepting the Turks, our escort, who 
looked on, lazily contemplative, enjoying their even- 
ing hookah. Those sunset scenes niaking ready for 
the night, how soothing ,they' had always been to 
my restless soul 1 But that evening on ^tlie MounV 
in Galilee was one of the last restful tvenings I kne^v 
on \iarth. ^ ^ 

When darkness had tdt in we*li^ mbre fires and 
plaeW the necessary oiftposts, for| nowhere In the 
Holy Land is one safe%from an attack of Bedouins, 
But it was Visy to secure ^oui^ position* here ; the 
place was a fortress in itself. 

Having retired within the tent, we [<aSsed an 
hour by the subdued glow of a lamp, Lily presently 
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taking her Biftle and reading to us the4tory 0/ the 
Tr^nsfigurtltion. J Her foice to me w;/s ever as * a 
cool hand <aid on an aching brow/cufTicicnt ip ^its^lf 
to sttune my spul^^to \vorsh*ip. I listened, anxious 
to listen. YcJ if. was but as a transient bfeath of 
eveji*ip*a sultry atmosphe^ ; my spirit^ soofl would 
flag, fluttering helplessly and unable to ri^c. 

^ * Do you feel comfortable, Lily ? ’ said* I, on wish- 
jn^h^ good-nighf. 

‘ O Ves/ she replied, wKh one o^her liappy smiles ; 

‘ I shouid like to live and die hefre.*'' 

« 

I knew from her manner, ‘and her eyes told me, - 
that she had more to say. bent my ear, and she 
whispered : , 

‘ Do not forget to your prayers, Philip, on 
lying down to-nighf! Remember that our Lord 
prayed here for you also ! ’ * 

A breath of life to touch me — my soul rahed her 
winga Invent out»dceply moved. 

•My couch wps prepared just^oulside the tent I 
laid myself down wrapped in ^ burnous ; but not 
to dispose myself to sleep at once. ^ 1 must say my 
prayers. A prayer fi^m tlve heart I think I had not 
k*nown siiTce the Jays oj" my childhood. Of late I 
h^yi been trying^but always felt that something was 
w^tiilg — alas, n«t merely s<5mcthing, b^t tiu thing 
that constitufe% ^irdycr — upfifting tthc iieart toward 
GchJ. I really endeavoured to collect my thoughts, 
but hither atid thither they reamed agjiipst my will. 

It s^med vain fc%: me t(j foldi my hands, to move my 
lips — the sjSirit of prayer u4s absent And yet I 
could nbf think of sleeping without first having 
prayed 1 Stillness seemed to have settled within the 
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tent\ but outside, cmu\d not resf me and be* still. 

I locked upf wakeful, toward the^st^rr)? sky. * 
scgmed so near ,• bu^ there was no peafte in that 
fcelifig. It oppres^ me — the ^ncl^sing firmanfent 
was like; a prison. The -foices o£ rvght began to 
woi1c*bn my^ancy, and rettlessness fevered mj^Wiod. 
There were sounds all^ aboi;t me — wild.boars break- 
ing through the brushwood, and jackals howling 
the plain ; the call of a night-bird ia the trees min^^ 
with the strange ^runtingf of the sleeping *Turks, 
v^o in ^dreamful unease added their shar® to the 
concert of discord that^filled my ear. 

It was midnight My repeater announced it as 
clearly as a church bell, I thought. I tossed impa- 
tiently, gazing into the dying embers. There® w^ 
something quieting in the sinkiftg glow — it held^me 
still. And presently I thought I heard Lilyas voice, 
reading how the Saviour was transfigured ^on the 
Mount Yea, and I saw Him standing between 
Moses and Elias iw heavenly gtory. Upon tRat 
vision I closed my ^ycs. And behold my soul had 
been praying ! -The spirit, fr^ed foe a moment from 
the trammels of the flesh,*had risen to Him. I could 
sleep now, and slept quietly till dawn. • * • 

^ The glow was deepening on *'the heights of 
Ashtaroth, ibeyond thf sea of Galilee, as T ap- 
pro^fhed thd northern slope. 1 v^slS standing by a 
choked-up cistern, awaiting the yetf veiled glory jvith 
eyes rivete< pn the eastern sky, when i light figure 
cam! up behind me, f It v^as Lily, quietly putting 
her arm within mine. ^ We spoke not, but together 
we gazed toward the far shore of morning tiiat over- 
fiowed with light How sacred was its calm ! 
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But now the sun appeared^ a wcllspri»^g of sj^lcn- 
dpur, flashing^ frjm hei|ht to height, setting a 
halo on Ccfroiel : for the west lay steeped in v^ndft, 
and the sea caught f very sparkling beam. • 

‘ Oh, Philif^ sorely thfe is the beauty of |i61iness,* 
whftpc^M Lily ; ‘ let us prgisc the Lord^l ’ f had no 
words, but wrapped trfiy buraouj about ^cr, fc^r a 
cpld wind .sw’cpt the Mount. 

t®^^he valleys lay yet hidderf an mist and darlcness, 
but thfere seemed a flattering ♦movement in the 
cloudy fcoverlet — a sudden rdVit, *and through !t 
appeared a shining cupola ar(U the white glittering 
walls of a little town, like a.rcvelation from another 
world. • 

‘Nazareth I’ cried Lily, in happy surprise. ‘O 
Philip, look ! we haVc it all here ; sweet gracious 
Nazareth and holy Tabor. * He humbled Himself, 
yet waj the beloved Son, in whom the Fattier was 
well pleas^.' • 

•She only sajd •f/e as the thought of Him moved 
in her heart, filling her soul. Thad no need to ask 
her meaning. How wddc were her ^sympathies, how 
keen her perception •of boauty, but her deepest life 
cftvned HiiruLord, and I^im alone. 

. The sun having fully risen, we walked back ^to 
th^ tefit • * • 

‘ It is here •He Vas transfigured,’ snid Lily^rc- 
sentjy, stopping ihort and looking about her with 
reverential iwe ; ‘ but not yet had He^afcomplished 
wh^t He had edme* tb^do— ♦■the will of His Fsfther, 
to the death, even on the Gross. Not yet had He 
drunk the bitter cup — Gethsemane, Gabbafha, Gol- 
gotha I But here for a moment He was uplifted 
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into\the gft)ry that awaited Him at ^he right hand 
of God ; and| thus strengthened ^ent fdrthT tp 
thj finmiliation and suffering that lay before Him. 
Philip/ she added, ‘is not this p hply example 'for 
all Go(fs^chifdrcn ? We, t<fo, have^ path of sorrow 
to fraacf, ma^y a trial tc% go through ; but loo, 
may have foretaste of thej(?j4 to comQ, the perfect 
liberty pror^ised, and it may help us to reach thf 
end. * Without this gi^ace divine ^any a buade^ed* 
soul might fail oif the roOd, for life seems hard at 
titncs. We hav5 bden strengthened by a vision on 
•this mount ; . . . my heart is very full. My spirit 
rejoices ; let me jpin in the new song to the 
glory of the Lamb ! ’ 

Was that Lily ? Yet it was not for the first^ime 
she had spoken out of the fulrtess that moved her 
Every day of late had made her iriore fit for heaven ; 
even I ^?aw it. But I trembled at the inward ^beauty 
she unfolded, which seemed one with ^cr ardent 
desire to go behind the veil. 

‘ I cannot help telling you, dear/ she continued, 
clinging to me Cor support ‘ I feel as if I could 
not breathe again dowa there in the everyday 
world. It is a happy feeling, yet fraught with 
pain. I do not say I would give 'the rest of ray 
life, but I would give much for a f^w quiet days up 
here ! ' 

‘ Would it really make you happy, Lily ? * said I, 
sadly. 

‘ Oh yes, Philip, and well too I I seem to breathe 
easier, and my heart is Tree.’ 

> ‘ Well, then, ask mother about it I am satisfied 
with whatever pleases you, sweetest Lily.’ 
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Jhe mountain^emed astirtnow, and the cnc^^p- 
mcnt ftill *of ,lif% Our* people were #\vide avyake, 
Turks and* all; so^c makir^g .coffte, others bakijug 
cakfe of wheat or giaize on hcjtcd stones ; olhers 
a^ain tending tthe animjfl.^ or polishing their arms. 
The® Turks looked on compkiccntly. 1 Irving afefim- 
plished their •matutinal devotifins* they luiJitcd their 
pip^s and allowed others to do^the work. Hut there 
H’Al IMe too beyond the oinip — herds of goats 
browsing far and near. cool \tind played about 
the trc(^tops, and the flowers fo( )ked more; gay in 
the light of morning. 

My mother raised no objection to Lily’s desire ; 
she had been strangely*rcady of late to humour her, 
f^)m*a feeling perhaps th»t we should not have her 
mu(;h longer. ^ ^ 

So wc remained, and we all liked it. It was, to 
tell thc^ truth, a charming mode of sj)cndin[f a few 
days— camping gii^sy fashion on so lovely a spot, 
hiffli above the*wdrk-a-day world, with a view over 
all the land — the Holy Land — in the purest of 
atmospheres, amkl sceyes of nature, •rich, balmy, and 
fragrant as Eden ^tsclf, and in absolute calm. It 
was a time* of blcssing,«truly. And Lily revived ; 
there w'as no troubled beating of the heart, j)o 
suiJden throb^m^ of the ppfsc — I kne^, for often 
would J hold ih^: 3ear littlf hand qufctly ne.‘^ling 
within mine — nS tell-tale flushes dying away in 
pallor. Hcf face wo^re a delicate bloo^nt I almost 
believed in the wboder-workiflg power of the sacred 
Mount was myself agaib, casting fears to the 
wind, and adding my share to the happiness of the 
moment 
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}f\ the course of tke forenoon jpilgrims of ^^er}’ 
hue and nation arrived, wfA cripples, an'd Aifferers 
in^ tfiQ rear. FcJrtuq^tely, our epcampmtnt was at 
some distance fron^ the actual sa/ictuary, which Sctved 
us froA, being overrun, tt was a^ sad and almost 
sicKdTling sig^ht ; but Lily did not think sa ^ On«thc 
contrary, ^he was^alP* synvpabhy, yearling to help 
where she could. To the poor she offered mopey, 
to the sick medicine, -tfee comfort -of a helpfiri w^M 
to all. Love trerrfbled in Her eyes, gathering sweetly 
aft her l^hes. l4ow*beautiful she was, her d®ess half 
eastern and altogetheV charming ; how lovely she 
looked, gliding about from one miserable pilgrim to 
another ; and they all understood her, knowing never 
a word of her language ! / ^ 

Towards evening I received a visit from the qjiief 
who had undertaken to be responsible for our safety 
from Nazareth to Samaria, He had been hunting 
on the Mount, and wais now coming with^ spfendid 
retinue to pay his respects to me, and present hie 
with a wild boar heTiad killed. Of course I had to 
return the compliment, and indeed his attention to 
me was worthy of an a‘:knowledgment True, he 
robbed me of the precious evening I had intended 
to spend alone with my mother and Lily, instead 
of which I 'now was obliged to play the amiable 
host^ presiding at an extemporised feast I did my 
best — in conversation too, which, hel'ped on by a drago- 
man, was a pattern of ilowery speeches. One com- 
fort 'was left — Lily watched 'us F6ra the distance, 
and seemed intensely arfiused. The Emir on quitting 
e::pressed himself highly sensible of my attempts to 
do him honour ; and with thankworthy politeness he 
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pitched his cafiip half-way do*vn the Mount, leaving 
the upper^domain to od^aelves. 

•But enough! It is no heallhy craving tjjat 
urges me to ei^argjs upon this sort of thing amid 
the horrors Jiell. You may turn for, fhe rest 
of tit ,tt) Chateaubriand or Lamartine^ if )?o(r tike. 
Fool — fool, that I .im, evc*n jn the /calms, of 
dpath ! 
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Adventures of all l<ind are of daily occurrence 
here, but they are void of interest. Like eyerything 
else in hell they mock us with emptiness — mere 
shadows of things left behird. 

Not long ago, at a lonesome spot, a young worpan 
flung herself into my arms, not for love of me, but 
for horror of another. She was being pfirsued, 
and a sensation of fear, natural to her sc^c, startled 
her into a show of weakness. It \Vas foolish in he*r ; 
she might have known that she could not really be 
harmed, and thafr whatever cause of fear there might 
be, I had no power to htlp heV. But such things 
will happen here ; we live -in the notions broughi 
hitjier from the world, no matter how clearly we see 
them to be f.ieaningless., , It was q^i^e conceivable, 
then^ that th£ tewder creature I hela in my arms 
should have been sufficiently distressed to seek 4he 
protection oS my manhood. , 

I '’gave her time t6 recover khrself, and then 
inquired into the natui'fe of her alarm. She lifted 
a ^air of eyes to me, tenderly trustful, likc>a turtle 
dove’s, but trembling afresh, as if the very question 
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Bvcr^ too mu A for her shy jnd gentle^ dispo|ition, 
H^ever,*shc foifnd cot^^ge to reply : ^ 

He isalways after me. I do npt know hij \iame 
— he is seeking^ fof Beatrice* *He fancies I anr^slie.* 

I knew at or^ce whorB, she n^ant •That* man is 
on^ pf the public charactcj^ in hell, if I may #ay so. 
It is an ill-chosen e:j^essionf but descriptive tjrms 
acquired in the world are apt to inadequate here. 
jSi^eil all are public, yet noi1fe*is so in the sens'e you 
w5uld attach to that woiri. Whait I mean to convey 
is simj^y this, that the man she sj^oke of is kno\fn 
throughout the regions of heM, pointed at f>y young* 
and old ; and that wherevej* he goes he is mocked 
with his* own constant cry : ^ Where is Beatrice ? 
Can# any one tell me where to find her?’ This 
Question is for cvcp in his mouth. Beatrice seems 
his* one thought, 'and the getting hold of her hi.s 
mania. He is convinced she must be in hcH ; ‘ for,’ 
says he — ^^ut let rue cast a veil over the poor girl’s 
hiitory. Enough 4:hat he seeks^hcr with such brutish 
eagerness as I have not knowrP even in this place. 
But he looks foj* her in vain. Wyre it possible for 
him to find her, e\#3n h(Jl would shudder at the 
probable \l^ed. He is^onc of the most repulsive 
brings I have Tnct, and that, surely, means a good 
dejal here. He must be vict: personifi<^, all human 
feelings burnt loat x>{ him*;* nothyig remaining but 
the one wild inhuman passio*n that has posscssecfhim. 
AnS then the horrible wounds disfiguring his body, 
his jife-bloo5j for^fvdir gjishing through every cfhe of 
them ! He*is a refuse of theivilest in hell. No won- 
der thaf^fhe poor shamefaced creature was fjllcd with 
horror at the sight of him. 

i8 
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‘Then ytou are not ^Beatrice ?’ I safd. 

‘ !Wo/ she ^ replied, with the meekest of ‘ looks. * 1 
am Emily.* ‘ 

^Qur acquaintance did* not prodeed farther on that 
occasion^ bilt I soAiehow felt sure I should meet her 
agacm ‘ 

Having l^ft her for the piesent, I could not but 
occupy my 'mind with her. ‘ How was it possible, I 
thought, that such a; creature as Uiis Emily phdujcj 
have come to hell I She seemed an image of fairest 
womanhood. True, beauty alone is no safeguard ; on 
the contrary, some of tke most favoured in this respect 
would seem to be here. But her utter gentleness and 
simple-hearted sweetness — her modest beariiig — must 
be genuine, I thought A veil of purity seemed ♦‘'o be 
cast about her, despising dissimulation. There wis 
a grace not only in her face and figure, hui in 
her evay movement, that might well claim to be the 
garment of an innocent soul. Aqd then, s^ ySung, — 
a very child to the^ world, surely. She might* be 
nineteen, but one w«>uld hardly credit even that I 
saw she had been married, for she wore a ring ; but 
she looked hardly grown-^up. * Now, the true simpli- 
city of innocence is admired by the rqost worldly 
even — how justly so may be inferred from the fact 
that it does, not exist here. It is rare on earth; but 
some women, seeip to preserve the heart of childhood 
in sfiite of the promptings of the ffesh and thb devil. 
Emily, to a|l appearance, seemed to be one of these 
chosen few. ^ As a grown chiM ^she lck)ked whose 
feet could never have ^)een soiled with the mire of 
the world How, then, did she come to wake in hell ? 
Involuntarily I thought of the awful truth that the 
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hcajt^is unclean by nature, n6 matter what gAccs 
may hvmc ab©ut#it, and though its lot 1^ cast iq the 
' fairest of paths, « . • • * • • # 

f met her agliin ibeforc longhand, ivnotifccf by 
her, ^watched her* at Icisifrc. She sat aparf^deepV 
engfofesed, and oflering^ a tight both attractive and 
singular. Her attire ^va» of c!oistcr-like, limplidty, 
ult^ly white, the ample folds enveloping her slnnder 
(bffi,— j)urely wlfite from tt)p to toe, without a 
shadow of colouring, and contracting strangely witjj 
the surrflunding darkness. Opt thing only seemed 
wanting to crown the indescribable gracefulness of 
her appearance with the ffcrfcction of beauty — 
peace — which, of course^ she had not Her delicately 
sl^ape^d hands moved busily in her lap. I discovered, 
aftes a while, that ^ precious necklace occupied her 
attention, the pearls of which she kept countirjg, now 
beginning at one end, now at the other, but always 
stopping a> the cefltre, and dropping it again to 
wring her liandsf *I fancied I tears in her eyes ; 
but that of course was not so. 

I moved up to her presently. 

‘ Are yqu la dain/ hlanc/lt ?* I said. 

It was a ^tuf^d question, since there arc so many 
ladies owning this title. ^ • 

^ut she onjjisliopk her lioad, saying.^ ‘No, I am 
Emily Fleming. 

‘ Fleming^and Sparkman ?’^I ejaculated, surprised, 
naming a highly respjictcd firm. 

^ She nodc^ed, heaving ^a deep sigh. What could 
she mean?. Was she some member of a well-known 
family ? • 

But she, meanwhile, had replace^ the pearls on 
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her^neck, sitting mdlionle^ with* folded hanSa 1 
Tiastj^n to aUd that no o?ie ever csuocceds here ^in 
fojdirfg hancfs aAght^bat also [s of the past She * 
api^eared lo^t in s(^rrowful thought® 

* Pcwr child 1* I cried, ^you seenft yery ui\hapgy.’ 

* Yes — y^s, I am,* she soljbed. ‘ I have s6sla*ined 
a loss whtcjh I car. never make good.* • 

‘,What is it you have lost, poor Emily ?’ j » 

‘A pearl — a peafl,‘ she murm\ired, vvringmgifi^r 
white little hancjs, 

‘ A pearl !’ I echoed — a slight thing, sur^y, to Ixi 
cast into hell for. And yet there are goodly pearls! 
Was not there a man who sold all he had that he 
might buy one pearl of great price ? ^ 

‘ Well, perhaps you may find it again,’ I said, 
anxious to be kind ; but it was foolish. » 

‘Do you think so?’ she said, brightening. ‘But, 
alas I 1 have sought for it for years and yca/s^’ 

The memory of a promise seemed hoVering a^out 
me, that those who seek shall find , but I could not 
.shape the words, and only said vaguely : 

‘ If you havL' sought so Icn^ already you may be 
all the nearer the finding.* . ^ 

It was the vainest of speeches, l;^t it broke down 
the reserve about her heart. She seemed \o ti'ust 
me, and before long she told n\e Jl^, history of* her 
lifev It cost he^ a rea^ effort to do so — I raw that 
well enough ; but the longing to unbyrden oneself 
is irresistiBlt with us. And, .moj:eover, the veil of 
secrecy is always being lifted herfc from every soul. 

‘You seem to be Wquainted with the, house of 
Fleming and Sparkman,* she began ; ‘ perhaps the 
present heads qf the firm were known to you. But 
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my history tak& me back — ah^ let me see — for seven 
generation*. HoV longiit seems ! * 

* vAs a lighVhJartcd girl of sixteen ^ l:>ccaijie the 
bride of Robert Flcfhing, andlid brought me, a h^pf)y 
young wife, to the old {family hf)use. On Ac d^y 
wc jwer« marriecf he gave me a precious rKQklace, 
worth a man’s ransom, as t^c 5»ying is.^ And before 
fastening it on my neck he spoke to me nbout every 
p(iaN iji particular, adding a meaning to their ^alue, 
wlifch comes back to me now with terrible force. 

“ The liygc blue jx^arl in the c(;ntre*— a gem rathciy' 
he said — “ signifies your weided troth ; the deep * 
red one your true love ; and that white one your 
innocence! The lesser j)earls on both sides make up 
the rvjmbcr of wifely virtues — each pearl for a grace 
*-and there arc m^>ny you sec. And that which 
holds them togethtr, making them your own pre- 
cious adornment, is chastity and womanly hcifiour.” 

‘ With \\\s own Jiand he fastened the costly gift 
on«my neck. His words had^ impressed me but 
slightly ; I was young and delig^Ued in the splendid 
ornament. But, alas ! the time came when I could 
but remember them in tear^. . . . Look at my neck- 
lace ! TlJtj^carls ^re all there, but the central gem 
is ^missing. A'nti the loss of that pearl has ruined 
me. . . • 

‘ Did I lov\f my husbanoT/ I c^o nc^t know what 
to say honestly. , Perhaps V did not love him^as I 
migfit havetloved another. J^ut L mui^ own that 
wedded life’at first ‘s^med •happy ; Tie loved* me, 
and two swc*et little babies crpwncd our union. 

‘ All •\t-cnt well till a friend of my husband’s 
entered our house — a man as false as fair. I can* 
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not tell how it was, but he cast a^spell ovej me 
Wa^it that I loved him? ^/The affectionc I .felt* for 
my husband^wa^ quite different, a?id *^1 lam sure ^it 
wSs true ; but he softidfrow had ®never waked in» me 
thp intoxicafing ra{)ture wjjich that other one called 
forth^ (t felt it welling up in flames of fire whepljvcr 
he came neaf^me. VVys it madness ? was it witchery? 

I tfiink it Vas a pAwer of evil seizing upon the heated 
blood rather than on 'the mind or heart. It \vo^k(?(J 
as a subtle poison,; but though a poison it was vtry 
sfveet In vain* I rtruggled against it Y^t I can 
hardly Say that I straggled, for although I knew 
those feelings to be evil, I loved to dally with them, 
and the will to conquer was in abeyance. * 

‘Being alone with him one day, he, carried away 
by passion, caught me in ’his -arms. I offered rTo 
real resistance. I fclt^ overtakert, and a sensation 
as of ^owooning seemed uppermost Yet I must 
have made some involuntary mqvemcnt of e’^svaping 
from his hold ; for the string of my necklace giving 
way suddenly, the ^pearls rolled hither and thither 
about the apartment That brought me back to 
myself. He too seemed ^suddenly dispassioned. It 
was as though an invisible hand 'were attempting to 
part us. We started asunder. 

"‘Yes, we^had been -sobered all, at once, -reality 
staring us in, the face. "I drew rr.yself tip, requesting 
his immediate departure, and he ^obeyed. H was 
anxious to ^look for my pearls, and happily I found 
them all, oni only remaining losty the blue one of 
wedded troth. Alas ! how earnestly I sought for it, 
morning, noon, and night, but it had disappeared as 
by magit I succeeded in keeping the fact from my 
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husb&nd for somt time, and I^pcrmittcd no foo^ save 
ipinc tt) efttei; thf fatal fcom. I sought and sought, 
buf the prtcious pearl was Jpsp Ant| at last tl^re 
waS a day whei^ my husband saw that it was gone. 
It was a terrible. momenH He^said little, .b*ut from 
thaft 4iour a gloom rested #n his brow, whicTi^spoke 
more loudly Jthan wo v:fs , could *hayc dofie.. I ur^cr- 
stood it — “Thy troth is broken^ thy purity lost; thou 

ncf more for nac ! “ % • 

‘ Trte false friend a^o seemtd stirred in con- 
science^ he kept away. Ho\f it was witji him* I 
know not, but in me the fire fiad been kindled which* 
burned with a Iiiddcn flairs. My heart had con- 
ceived sin, and the wicked image would not be 
Ijanfthcd. I strove agaiq^t it feebly; it was stronger 
thaji I. My inward* gaze followed him spellbound; 
and with him was my every thought Even in 

dream% I was his. That moment, when *we had 

been ^o vqry near to actual deed of sin, had left its 
tafht Sin had* gtiincd an ascendency over me, and 
I yielded helplessly in the secret chamber of my 
heart And yet thaj heart had Lccn pure before 
it knew him, and cpul thoughts had never assailed it 
Alas, how lrtt[e is nccdc^l to murder innocence! The 
white robe of my soul was soiled. One only cojuld 
h.'H'e restorejf Jt* to clcannjc^s, — He wWo would not 
condeym the^wbm’an that ^ was a sinher. But for 
Him I looked nJt, grovelling as I lay at the feet of 
an idol. 

.* I fell ill, an^teven^ in ilftiess my folly was *upon 
me, burping within. The wHd fancies of fever mu.st 
have Iai4 bare my inmost soul to my husbj^nd. My 
last thoughts on earth clung to that sinful moment 




38o 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 


t, 

that ^robbed me of my pearl. I was the prey^ of 
death — life vanished, and, •ftfting ipy jpyds afgain, ^ 
foi^n(! iconsciqisncss retyming in the torirfent of fielL 
I hcW/e come to own the justice. . */ 

'There w^ a piuse of‘«3ilence, .and then Emily 
contirM^d : < \ * 

‘,Do you ^now jvhftt it i% ftn go back as a restless 
spirit^ to the^ upper world ? No? Then you are.,a 
stranger happily to a /:ruel law lailing some’oljfiih 
here. / could not* rest in ftell ; go back »I must to 
s^ek my pearl. I* have been seeking — seeking^ — these 
centuries past, but it is* hopelessly lost . . . 

‘ I cannot tell you what I felt on first returning, 
a disembodied soul, to my former home. I trembled 
as one on forbidden ground , 

‘Not a corner of the big dld^ house I left , un- 
haunted ; in passages and rooms, from cellar to 
garret, 1’ have been looking for my pearl, spreading 
terror everywhere. But the horror seenv. to ‘recoil 
upon me, filling me v/ith fear and trembling. Ev?r}^ 
inmate of that house^, at one time or another, has seen 
the white lady locking for something-^with a lamp. I 
am more dreaded than the nearness of death itself. 
One old servant only of the present household seems 
able to bear the sight of me. He has seen me so 
often that I welieve he l^as got used ty jne ; he folds 
his hands in' silent prayer, and'heVas me n^t. It 
happens sometimes that we meet ^d meet again in 
the long dusky passages, he foHowing his business, 
I beht on mine, with^* that *diffeitence between, us, 
that he walks in cotfidence and I in despair. 
But it comforts my poor trembling heart ^to come 
upon his well-known figure in the lonely halls, I 
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have •known him from his yquth upward, watched 
h^m doing* his duty in Ufjrightness of soul. Hi/ hair 
is vChite nc^v an(^ his figure stooping ; l|ut the jiearer 
death he seems,* the^ more courageous he looks,* ind 
the greater hjs .fcarlessiess in •meeting rp6. He 
alola to feel no hyror at my appro&oh, Tior 

need he. 1 have as liftle powt^r Jo ha/m^hiin as he 
hjs to stop me. I can only look for m/ pearl ! 

• •hasten to tl^e wcll-kng\vn chamber. Tfiis is 
the speft where for one fatal mc^icnt I yielded my 

soul tocsin and was lost in cGfisemience. Here It 

* • 

was that my jewel vanished. Here, then, I seek most 
anxiously with indescribablcjonging. Hut the pearl 
need not be here ; some one may have found it and 
takeft it away. That i% why I search the house, 
evcjy chamber and •every closet, peeping into my 
lady's jewel-case, and into* the work-box of the 
humbl<j.st servant-maid. It is chiefly amflng the 
wom(^ of yic liousehold that 1 look for the gem I lost. 

•‘I flit throiiglf corridors. .One of them since 
time immemorial has been uscd*as a j)icture gallery. 
Here I find the.lifeliljc image of Xhe husband 1 so 
cruelly wronged. I •dare «ot lift my eyes to it, yet 
f seem rooted^ to tfie grgund there for hours. 1 keep 
thinking, might there not be an expression in his 
face,— the shaejb^^ even of aij expression^ — promising 
forgivene.ss argl •restoration^? 13u| 1 dare not lorjk 
for jt ; 1 creep a%^ay, guilt trailing behind me. 

‘Guilt a|id shame, for my* own pic^ufc hangs by 
the, side of his, filling tty measure of silent reprt>ach. 
I fancy ^thal picture to be my real self in youth and 
innocence — myself being but a miserable counterfeit 

* The pictures of my children too, my lovely 
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babes ! My heart yearns for them who once found 
their heavea at my breait. Bijt, ^la^, they aje 
strangers to^mei now* they look dowit upon "me 
wi^l> eyes that know rhe not^ Them also I "be- 
trayed/ robbing thlim of ‘ their mcathcr s love, and 
they hjebd me not! I dr(fp my eyes in bitter .shame, 
and hurry^aviay. 

‘ Some seven generations I have seen come ai^ 
go,*tlie bonds of blood uniting us ; but not only 
they learned to 'lOok upbn me as an- intruding 
stranger^ but to shuri-mc as a very vision of iiell, 
*The venerable hoitse has fallen into evil repute 
as being haunted. The family have often thought 
of leaving it or pulling it down, but somehow their 
fortunes seem bound up, with that ancient *pi!^, 
and quitting becomes impossible. They accept J:hc 
trouble of my presence, and I flit about, a lifeless 
shade a\nong the living. , 

‘ The absence of mystery too enables them fo put 
up with me. I am known to be theii; ancestress, aTid 
my sad history in afi its details is a matter of gossip ; 
the very echoes of the house seem to whisper afiout 
the young wife who was so lovdly but faithless. 

‘The fatal necklace is arx, heirloom pm tVie family. 
But the central pearl is missing. A diamond cross 
has been adc^ed in its st^ad — the sylnVK)j of faith, if I 
remember aright c ^ * * I ^ 

‘ \t is my necklace still. Arfd whenever *the 
owner for time bding is about to pass away, I 
appekr by her dying b^ wi^H tliecsolemn question, 
“Where is the pearl ?'* i 

t ‘ For ;»everal generations there was nothing but 
horror by way of an answer, and, dismayed at the 
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terrible confuston I created, 4 would hurry away in 
despair. •But arf expellient has been found, ^ The 
iyrng women now invariably plate mcir hand on 
thoir Bible, reglyin^ boldly* ** The pearl is 1 
We have thi^ ^ a plgdge!’*^ It is*not^tny tost 
pe|r], ^you understand, byt there is no grfln#8a/ing 
their reply. , Ah me,^lfad / foftnd^ that^)e^l of great 
^rice which gives such assurance to dying souls, I 
rpight have ^had healing 'comfort for my loss. 
But the s\f\ remains, my\)carl is ^one, and I am left 
to wail^in torment ! ’ / * • 

She was silent, writhing •in agony. But cven^ 
now, though filled with despair, her face preserved 
an expression of childlike lovcli?icss and most cn- 
^agtog innocence. Ho\^ bcwitchingly beautiful she 
was ! And I thought to myself, were it not that 
she stands condemned out *of her own mouth, and 
had another told me her story, it woufti seem 
impo§sibl<^ to bcliavc it, to credit so fair a creature 
wkh such a me^urc of indwcllyig wrong. 

Behold the growth of passion ! It is but a 
pacing thougl\t perchance, moying the heart. 
Whence is it — wht) cai^ tell ? Whence is the 
5ud(fcn Cloud d^rkenj^ng the fair heaven ? and 
wjience the efettric spark ? Your mind conceives ; 
arjd ybur heart, unless you •guard it, vwH nurse the 
awful birth. * f he flery influence sljoots^through your 
being.* Your nerves tremble, your blood is aifame. 
And though quiet may be •restored, ^tVerc is that 
within you whichyit^n^^montcnt may course thihugh 
your veins affresh. Foi* rcmeqjber, if you had an ocean 
of the stream of life, one drop of poispn might 
vitiate it Alas, it is more than a drop; the tempting 
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thought has grovf n to a^iower of evil poSsessing y#u — 
a na^re within your natur%#-wild,iawl^s;anil lead- 
ing captLc. t Sin has taken root in«your soul, 
inTOfent though it founS’yo^. rfow^far it may take 
you Gotl^alofte can tell. •• , , 

lVftt(5h over your thoughts, then, lest th'fcy^ijiin 
youf soull^ Watch^ I*say, anti^stifle sii) in its birth. 
It may be aT small thing at first, but how awful is the 
growfh, suffusing body'^nd soul wijh poison, doifb^’.» 
dangerous for its sacming sweetness ! lias it seized 
y6ur heart — ah, fly tt) the Physician. 

* Where is He ? *' 

Alas, my friend, I know not. 




LETT^ER XXV. 

Snatches of song keep rufining in my head ; it i# 
not I who seize upon mclc^ly, but the melody takes 
hold of me. You little think what jxnver of torment 
Jthefe may be bound uj^ in music, and the sweclcr 
its^ echoes, the mort cruelly they fall upon the soul. 
I do not refer to* memorie.? that may be connected 
with jound ; they may be very bitter, but we arc 
used* to Jhat and. can hardly expect it to be othcr- 
\\1se ; it is no{ fhis I mean. , liut there is that in 
music which is utterly discordcint with this place of 
w(?e, producing.a terrible jar in thj; soul. Harmony 
and hell, — the bare thought is enough to distract you. 

is music bul a longing for the infinite, filling 
you with a foretaste of joy and beauty unspeakable ? 
Hut Tor us ^tlfe* truth of s^ch longingjihas vanislied, 
since we are# Ibr ‘ever severed f|om Hhat promised 
w<yl(/, toward the shores* of which the waves of 
highest melody will ever tetid. No\y #nly I under- 
stand the full pf^veV ctf music ; but the knowledge is 
clothed wfth terrible* pain, giving you a glimpse of 
Paradi^, and leaving you in hell ! . . . 

What w as the name of that place among the hills 
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of Samaria where we rested one noonday hour in the 
shad(iW of palm trees? l¥as it *not^ Shechem cy 
SychJi? Tie people^ there will \ell fou that a 
cei^^'n broken cistern, wfiich stil[ yi^ds water, is tiie 
identical ^wefl wherft Jacobi wept fgrjoyon seeing 
Raehel ^ith her father’s slyep. Never have T JcaAvn 
grcqper fie;jd# or moit luxuriant vegetation than at 
this blessed %pot, stern heights rising about you. Tl^ 
whoV valley seemed a^^garden, rich in figs and 
berries, in pomegranates, viiYes and sycamores? Tnc 
d4te-palm, the cictuS, the aloe, grow in profusion ; 
•olive groves 'at the foot of the hills, pines and ever- 
green oaks climbing beyond. 

But there was no rest for us by Jacob’s well. 
The heat was intense, even /n the deepest shade, •and 
the plague of insects was intolerable. We were gl^d, 
therefore, to shorten our siesta and seek the cooler 
upland air. On the road Lily told me a story. 

Let me repeat it Two things, how, ever, may 
surprise you with regard to this narrative, whi^h 
treats of faith — a w^ak wavering faith it is true, but 
seeking for strength. 

You may wonder in .the fii-st place that Lily 
should have told it, whose pure, steadfast, chilalikd 
faith never knew the sorrows of tempting doubt Of 
course she nay have read the otv ry, but how 
she should give ^t with such vividH^ss I cannot 
tell. ’ 

You may be surprised, secondly, that / should 
repeat it who am for ever lo‘t to ♦iie blessedness of 
believing. For had I but the poorest remnant left, 
this very fact, I doubt not, would bring mr within 
the reach of salvation. It is memory only which 
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has 4 hold of •this little story ; and though it may 
stir my, feelings, the spif J is ocad— dead. Pi^ me, 
.friend b\it ^ou cannot undcr^tarH the /earful 
mockery of speakirtg of thin|[s*pertainmg to faiths — 
the very life of* th# sou^l; — and having* no part ,in 
the^ 1 •They seem to rise before me, bcckoning^mc to 
lay hofd on them ; I ^rctch farth my Jiand, and lo, 
there is a hopeless blank! • • * 

• • is just like tr}nng to caH hack a face you*lnive 
knfewn 4 you see now th(* eyes, n<^w the mouth, now 
this expression, now that ; but jkhe •living whole wUl 
not return to you. • . * 

Yea, and it is a face for wliich I thirst and 
hunger — ^livcn the face of Him who died on the Cross. 
1 caa speak now of this feature, now of that — of His 
>^ondrous love. His humility, His grace; but I cannot 
see*///;;; — the M<fn of sorrows — who alone could 
yearn over a soul in hell. • 

Bui* enough ! Whatever trouble weighed upon 
tha spirit of him of whom Lily's story told, it must 
have been light and peace, comi»rcd with the fearful 
darlfncss cnvclopjng me. 

This is what I rcgftmbcr : 

• * Wherr ^hc A{X)stle Peter took his last leave of 
the Christian ^ople of Antioch, having .set his face 
toward Rome ^follow his^Lord in (|^ath, a grfiat 
numter of tBc| faithful, yoUVTg and ol<J, accompanied 
the belbved Father beyond "the city. But the/ had 
to separate,«wceping as He blessed thejn ; and re- 
turning to fheir ^ome<, they# yielded ftieir hcaits to 
the will of Ood Thep|x)stlc went his way. 

‘ But* there was one, old in years, whp, having 
shared in the parting benediction, yet followed in 
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the distance. And Peter, perceiving him, beckoned 
him y) approach. 

‘^iThou 4rt Jtroubled, my son,^' saicj, the agid 
af(ostle, with Winning* love; ‘‘ whaV is it that oppresses 
thy heart ?”<■ 

/ ‘\Father,** replied the stranger tirhorousiy, “js it 
not^faith which justifies man dn the sight of Go5, and 
makes him^an heif of the kingdom?” 

*** Yea, surely. Ganst thou not believe?” 

*“ I do bclieve,i beloved Father, but I cannot '^ell 
whether it is saving faith. It seems so weak and 
wavering, and yet b)* faith alone I may reach to 
heaven. That is my grief ! I seem to be able to 
believe, fully and ardently at times, but not for long ; 
and again I am left troubled and doubting. J^aith 
seems to be .shattered to pieces then, robbing me bf 
all assurance, and were' it not for the blessed n'hmc 
of thee Saviour, I had nothing left to cling to. I 
have known moments when I jeemed to risQ, as on 
wings of trust, when the fulness, of heaven seemed 
given me. At such times I tasted all the blessedness 
of believing that he who seeks shall find ; thfit he 
who knocks shall be received of God ; of believing 
fully that I, led and taught by the Holy Spirit, 
would never again wander away frOifi my Father^ in 
heaven ; thjjt I was bought withv ^ price, even the 
precious blood of Clirfsl ; and thatj^is love would 
hold me safe to all eternity. I «have kno\V^n such 
faith as tl)is, and, bekeve me, Father Peter, it‘ was 
free* from sell-sufTicient thoughts. And yet it cannot 
be saving faith ; for at the vi ry momen't, sometimes, 
\xhen my heart seemed nearest to the blessed com- 
munion of my Saviour, sin was at hand, and I 
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fell grievously, losing the sense gof divine acceptance, 
an^ finding* myself in th(^dust, bleeding and heiress, 
and ^ore rlliserable^ than he ^v\join»th^ thievA l^t 
lying on the road^o Jpricho ; ^Dut the Good Samaritan 
was far — far ! •• * • 

Alas, Father, my sufTorings at such times efre 
great, 'riic siiccrs of tfic^unbeficvjng at the jx)\¥cr 
of i^aith I could have borne ; but that the experience 

% • • * t • 

tny mvn heart slKniId confirm *uch doubt distresses 
me grcafl)'. • • . • 

‘ “ Ve% so far I have always riMcn to my fin't again, 
to renew' the conflict; shutting^niy dof)rs oil unbelief, 
and willin<^ to be led as a little child by Jlim who 
came to save. But woa is mo, I am nc)t saved — I 
thjnk*! am standing, and ]f>, I fall. 

‘ I am truly grieved at this my state, but rc- 
[icntancc never yet gained me that power of the 
Spirit tlyit might fit me fur more real fellowshfp with 
Christ.* Al^s, Father Peter, my sorest weeping avails 
me *not When, thou hadst fallen, thou didst weep 
I know ; but thou couldst rise* frenn tears mofc 
firmly planted th;in b(;forc, never a^in to deny the 
blessed Lord: But ^ndt so h — I fall, 1 weep ; I rise, 

I Tall, ‘denying Jhc Master continually. 

^ “ You see, holy P'athcr, what manner of faitji 
this* ii^r Ther^ ?s*but one tiling I am s«rc of, even 
the narqc of th4i Saviour whjch alo»c never Jeft 
pie ; ,aught else wavering and, I doubt me, no 
certain foundation. Ha(j I not*becn ttoubltd already, 

I must have been ‘filled is^th fias and trembling* on 
hearing ^he word latc^ — S4ow thy faith by thy 
works ! For alas my works, if not altogether evilf 
are full of imperfection testifying against my faith. 

*9 
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How, then, shall it save me, if this is all my hbpe of 
accejDtancc ? 

^ ***1 look^ bafck Qn,hfe, and \o, I see^a continued ' 
straggle — now in sorrow, now ip daspair, . I will not 
s4y I have lost hope entirely ; najr, •! know that in 
spUe*ot defeat I must go on battling, remembering 
thftt salvaticfh is ry^t of man^» striving* but of God’s 
giyipg. But I am ^oj[d now, fast approaching^ the 
time when no manr can work. * Dare I hope^Tcfr 
victory ? will it^be given to such weaknecs of faith ? 

\ am full of fear, cKn^ing to the one hope tnly that 
the Good Samaritan, whose name 1 have believed in, 
for all my backsliding^, will come to me ^t the last 
to lift me in His arms of pity and carry me home. 

‘“But will He do it? He has bound iTp ipy 
wounds again and again ; will* He accept me ip the 
end ? I dare not plead my faith, — weak and waver- 
ing as it is, I am altogether unworthy of Hi^ saving 
mercy. I have not loved Him as I oughf ; even 
less than father or mother, or son or daughter, com- 
ing continually between me and Him. Ah, what 
shall I do to find His peace? what shall I do to be 
si\re of being saved ? ” ' ^ 

‘The apostle had listened in silejifc; His ^coun- 
tenance shone with a heavenly light, his eyes seeking 
for things ifar. What,\yas it that*nlpYed in his soul, 
radiating from h!s bro\Y — what blessed mempry of a 
day gone by? The Spirit had cefrried him bark to 
the sea of Tiberias, and h^ hjears the voice of the 
risen Saviour, “ Simon, san^^ of '/onas^ lovest • thou 
me ? And now, as then, ms heart malje^s answer, 
** Yea, Lord, Thou knowest that I love Tb:e.*’ And 
his Lofd repeat^ " Feed my sheep.’* 
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‘•My shce^ 1 He looked* upon the aged man. 
Here Avai one fif thetCood Shepherd's wandering 
iheep. AnJ gi^atly moved^ the apostle said 

• ‘“My brotljer*if faith,* being poor, cannot. l^clp 
thee, try love.^ ^Mark njy wordS ; let ft ba *thy one 
delife^lienceforth to sho^ to the Lord tRat thou 
lovest Him.^ Let nothing be*to^ great, ryid nothing 
too little, to do for liis sake\ Let Tove to Him 

*Ue^thy stafT an(4 thy stren^tfi, and thou shalt find 
place •for^ thy soul. Tlty very endeavour to prove 
thy lo\ 4 p to Him will make therfriefi in the ^surance 
of His love. It will fill thf soul, it wrtl save thee* 
utterly. Love for thee also \vill be the law’s fulfilment 

‘ “ BcFiold/’ he addgd, “ how wondrous is His love ! 
steeping thee in blcssing^cvcn while thou art sacrific- 
ing all. Whatever ihou doest for Him comes back 
to thee. He never takes ;*He only gives, fulfilling 
His own word that it is more blessed to g!ve than 
to receive^ Yet itiis thy love He looks for." 

• “‘But wha^ of faith, my* Father," asked the 
stranger doubtingly, “by which alone wc arc said 
to fkve ? " 

‘ A happy smile lit up •the apostle’s countenance, 
iknd ‘he rdplied : * ^ 

“‘It will be well, my son, with faith even. 
Tliinkest though, could be* absent wh^re love lives 
and moves ? * thy way, and hqld last that which 
thou Hast ; and ^race and peace be with thee ever- 
more." ' 

Have I hot spoker^ some^time ago of a peculiar 
pain, a 'yparate sorrow ? Ah, my friend, I have not 
told thee all 
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We are ever on th^ verge of despair ; a touch, a 
thought only, and we are ir^'the nvidst^ of^ it • it i 3 
incessantly wealing up f/om the depth of our otvn 
heart, ready to engulf us. The ijiind at tirpes restets 
with a ficnzied po^er, but. only tp ^ink back in 
defeat ^*And the worst of|it is that I am strfigglfcg 
as iUwere gn both ^idcs, offeririg agonised resistance, 
while turning tooth arid nail against myself in madde^ 
hatred. 

How long these* fits may last 1 l.ciiiiiul ♦icir ; ic is 
not with^us as with you, that exhausted natire her- 
self yields tFle remedy. There is no nature here, but 
only existence. 

But the paroxysm ceases. . There seems to be a 
climax of fury ; when I ha^e beaten myself oirt, so 
to speak, there is a lull. 

But sometimes — ah ! this is the deepest experi- 
ence, w(5uld I could say the most precious ! b^it that 
Is more than hell admits of, — ^ometimps, aft the 
waves of madness sirkk away, ther6 ;;ises a vision ‘ to 
m>%soul, wondrous and holy, even the image of the 
Crucified One. And there is a sudden calm, des'fiair 
seems drowned, and all i§ still.® Not tlfat suffering 
ceases, but an all-enfolding ^ense of I^ss has swaf- 
loN^ed up the rest. I stand accuscd-^I hear a voice 
crying : ‘ It is thou, thop who brou^I?tst Him to the 
curse^ tree ! 

Did I say vision ? Nay, the Very word is too 
much. I wa^ a prey to longing, but. I dare not 
delude myself ; such seeingj is rot for me. Jhe 
hungry spirit imaginecj for a moment — I see the 
Cross — tie thorn-crowned figxtre — I look — and it is 
gone! Yet I seem to feel it present, if only I could 
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piercte the hidings darkness, d gaze and gaze, but 
tenfold ni^ht, enwraps tftt longing soul. 

*Him \#io died^ I see not, •t)ut tthc^ Cross* keeps 
da<lning forth and feceding. Beyond it I pebi not. 
I once knew tjic\ story, bvt it is |;one, gone f and the 
m(^% I*try to remember, tl^ greater seems thVblAnk. 
Tell me, ought I to dtspair, oug^it I j;cjoicc I 
s^e a Cross truly, though an^ empty one! Did^Ile 
d^ on the Cj'os’s ? Why -should it keep rising 
before "me^ Is it for puni^hmeht ? is it for hope? 
Was n<»t there something abou>* taking up tjic Cross 
and following? 

Happy, thrice happy, O raen and women, having a 
cross to bear! Murmur not, but bear it willingly, 
^pst^hetime come when ye long for it and find it an 
empty vision, tlic very burden gone. 



LEtl'ER XXVI. 


We were sitting "togfether on a high cliff overlooking 
*a northern Cea. A fe\^ solitaiy trees stretched forth 
their branches above us^ a landmark for vessels sail- 
//]g by. Fur below us the nyirmur/ng waves broke 
in melodious cadence, Icavipg their mysterious mes- 
sage with the lonely shore. * 

Evening was stealing across Ihe sky with those 
lingering touches known only in the distant north, 
night hesitating, though the sun be about to set 
Sleeping nature thc'e is curtained in a balmy twi- 
light, steeped in the'^ints of vanished sunbeams, and 
hiding with tender shadows both land and sea. ' In 
the north only summer-tine reaches its fullest mean- 
ing, each sinking day leading forth the radiant morn ; 
darkness is not, but a dreamful dusk in its stead. 
Nothing mc'e beautiful’ than tho^ ^evening hours, 
‘with their slowly settling calm ; hotv mchanting the 
stillness, how full of poetry the hu'Jhed expanse, the 
slumbrous sea aft youi* feet,, and the distant shore 
blushing with the kissed of parting day. 

But I was heedless of it nil, for she sat by me. 
Her deft little hands were busy with some needlework. 
I was to read to her, but the book had dropped from 
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my Ijold, and i was fast losing myself in dreams. 

• How s^eej she was in l^r sprfiigtime of youttu just 

catering ujyif hcf sixteenth year. There was ^me- 

thiqg unutterably attractive -ih thatlirsi unfolding, of 

womanhodd, so fcndbrly appealing, so bi>ly withiL 

^heavas v^r}f white, t)ut it was the trarvyarent 

whiteness of the lily syffuJed with a fiynt reflection 

of the sunset sky. The red lift-strearu*of yoUth, 

flagrant and pure, throbbed* beneath her delicate 

skJh ; it took but*little tacalj up j>ewitching blushes 

to her lovely face. A wealth of hair crowned her*; 
a ' ^ 

it fell in silky masses about jier shoulders, ‘and her 
long lashes appeared to withhold a deptn of beauty 
from yoUr longing gaze. There was something 
infinitely childlike about her mouth and the sweet 
ctval of her face ; but it blended with an impress of 
woihanhood, a mystery to bo worshipped. 

A peculiar stillness veiled her being — a palm of 
life, if,i!o I may call it ; the gentle breathing moved 
heg bosomf, and her hands flitted lightly about her 
work. She was’ busy with her ^wn thoughts, which 
seeaiied to glide across her features like sunbeams, 
leaving a sqiile behind. 

* But as* sat wrapt in tVie sight of her, the good 
angel watchinj^me turned and wept. The evil spirit 
w^ fast gaining ^he upper band. Butjiven at such 
moments the*pune soul of f/dk's had pr^vpr to subdue. , 
Unconscious Qf aught el^je, no ^movement in her 
escaped mci I soon perceived glpw chasing glow 
on her cheSk, and «mJntling» her broNV ; her hands 
trembled iSigns of ylrning these, if I could have 
called bkelc the better self. * ^ 

At IcLst her eye met mine with a look of gentle 
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reproof, steeped in dignity. The si*ll was brpken ; 
a feeling of contrition swej^ my senses. , The good* 
ang^was ready to lift me above Hie tn^e of eartfi- 

bc^n passioni ^ 

dm you tkeep. looking at me so persist- 
ently ? she said. ^ , 

’‘\^hy, Lyy ?’ — what'couVl I say— ‘ Do you dis- 
like it?’ ■ 

•* 1 am sorry to seem unkwid,^ Lhilip,’ she ca;,^, 

‘ but 1 do dislike jt. Jf )*ou stare at n^e like tfhat 
fc feel strangely <roubled — like a bird held ^ fast by 
, cruel hand^ I do not know why ; but you might 
as well look elsewhere — could you not, dear ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ I said, smiling^ at the simpld question. 

‘ But do you think I could ’harm you ? Are you 
afraid of me?’ 

< Afraid of you 1 ’ ske cried, roused to sprig'htli- 
ness ; ‘,,that is strange. I might as well ask whether 
you are afraid of me — are you ?^’ And she put her 
little hand in mine. ‘ Are you angry ? ’ sne wenUon 
gently, after a whilo. 

" Yes I was, but not with her. ^ 1 hated myself, 
but answered quietly enough ; . 

When was I angry with you last, Lily; lot metsee?’ 

‘ I don’t remember it in the least,’ sue said, bright- 
en'ing more and more. ■ ‘But con^v we had’beUer 
think of hoii>ei pow.’ 

And she took my aim, looking at me with her 
trustful cye^, as j,f to say that fear of me was alto- 
gethfr impossible. But she^did not even think it , 
/ only laid hold of the thou^, and felt happy again. 

We w,ent along thd' cliff. It was a rith balmy 
evening in June. On the strand below, the fishing 



LETTERS FROM HELL 


297 


boats offered a busy scene ; few yachts in the dis- 
' tance^lided^ before the#breezc. And on the horizon 
An* island coast shroude^ \n atmystery oi trans- 
figuring light. ^It^was one of thosc^rarc cvQilIngs 
when earth’s J;)ejiuty seegis toucRed wifli a» reflection 
offl\p^^en’s perfect bliss. * 

‘ Afraid gf you V}»{\y repAted, rc\crtjng gaiiy to 
the thread we had dropped. ‘ That was*the strangest 
tiidh you ever ha^ ! * On the*(ir)^trar)^ I feel wonder- 
fuV secure and taken tare* of, ^nd the thought of 
your npanlincss fills me with |fridc. I faiKy some- 
times that strength is given fb you for iHc as well, — ■* 
that you would never allow .any one to hurt me, and 
I say to myself, Whojcould resist him? It must l)e 
a gmnd thing to be a njan and do noble things in 

life ; but I think it Is better still to be a woman and 

• • 

be cared for by a man wno is noble and strong. 
And y^u know things much better than 1 dft. d'hey 
say there js much evil in the world ; it is .sad, but I 
suppose it is ^rut?. Now a naan with your know- 
ledge sees things, and secs thrc?ugh them ; he must 
be^omparatively safe from evil, agd be able to liold 
others safe That wh}%I feel so happy by ^'our 
Side,* as tfiougji I could, follow blindly wherever you 
load me. I care not to be strong and clever myjelf, 
siece 1 have^ai^ I need in You apc noble, I am 

sure, and rca^,*no*t only to defend 4l/bsc you love, 
but, even to give •up anything for their sake. I like 
to fancy mj^self in trouble add darfgcr^;*it is quite a 
plefLsant sensatioi, so \opg as* I have you near me. I 
am sure ^u would ev|5n risl^ your life for me, would 
you noV You smile ; but don’t think mfc silly. • ] 
am quite sure you are good and noble and strong.* 
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Of course I smiled^ My soul seeJhed lit up as 
with al thousand stars, dispelling evefything* that need 
shun fhe light. )Vhat a wondrous fewer# that chilA 
had* pver me, lifting me ibove myself into^ her own 
atntosphVe oT purity! I njay well^c^ll it an influ- 
ence diyine. I seemed to^rise from the dust'ai\di to 
be \yhat she cbelieved* me, — #ije stronger than she, 
good and wfse, welf htted to be the guardian of her 
trustful life. O happy moment— i\ever to return^ 

The evening wafe fading**; we were no^ fa\‘ from 
oilr dwelling. \Ve had reached a place wljere we 
^often rested; on the tftp of a towering cliff rising 
several hundred feet abgve the sea. At high-water 
the waves would beat about the foot of it, foaming 
and curling, and falling b^ck exhausted. But* the 
tide was low now, and the silvery ripples in the dis- 
tance hardly touched tlfe ear. On the top of the 
cliff a flagstaff had been erected, something ^in the 
shape of a cross ; beneath it thera was a Ic^w wDoden 
bench. Wc sat dowu, Lily and I, ^ we had oftfcn 
douc before. The fop of the cliff was still within 
reach of the partying light; all about us — land,Vea, 
and sky — seemed veiled ip calrrf. We sat silent ; a 
sacred stillness, the peace of ^nature atjeet* enfolded 
our^ hearts. 

‘ Look r ^ied Lily suddenly, potnting upwind., 

A flight of ^a,birds wmging fhefr jvay across the 
deep — high above us, but it was so still that we hqard 
them plainly.^ We follbwcd ^em with fur eyes till 
they Vanished in the du'ik. 

* They are gone,’ smd Li\y with a *deep-drawn 
sigh. ‘ Were they not like blessed souls joymeying 
to the better land, where sorrow is not, nor death 
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nor t)ain, and tears are wiped away? How they 
must rftjoite. , What lodging — what triumph !1 

* Strange^to say, ^a similar ^idea bad come to me. 
M/ soul \vas op#n t^ uplifting thought^ 

The silenr,e « was b*oken. •And presently ^ve 
talftad .about the music of^he sea — the morfotonous 
rhythm of w^iich seeijT% ^ever ^c\^. I coyiparccLthe 
rising and sinking of the waters to a* pendulum, 
nf^isuring the ages of eternity.* 

And we spoke of the wt)ndrf)us longing in the 
human iheart, ever reaching tc? that whicl^ is afir, 
above, beyond ; making it re^lcss even iu the lap of* 
content. ^ 

Again we were sileot, and then Lily said : 

‘How beautiful that sign of the Cross should 
ovylook the sea frorfi this high clifT! How the sight 
of it must flash comfort across the deep, cheering the 
sailor ip time of trouble, perhaps, when he is*battling 
againSt wipd and wave. The white cliff will be seen 
af^r, and the C^os5 must seem to stretch forth arms 
of blessing, sending the message far and wide : “ licar 
not, for I have pedeemed thee — thgu art mine !”* 

‘ Bui, Lily, not Everybody shares your feeling ; 
ftiistZross, as, you calUit, to most sailors will be a 
nrere flagstaff.* ^ 

• ‘ Perhaps^, ^hc said ; ^\but Christian people are 
alike \n deepcft Yee^ing neverthelc*^.' 

She paused, afid then continued, closing her hands 
on my arm .unconsciously : 

, For my owm part,,I have often felt the {)Ower 
of the (^ross, young a^ I am.^ I love to think of it 
as a symbol. Sometimes, when I am ttoubledf I 
need but call the thought of it to mind, and quiet U 
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restored. It seems nvirvellous, but it is natural'after 
all ; fnr do we not know tltet love for Us brought ’ 
Him to the Cross.’ 

*‘«Can your heart even be troubled, Lily?’ 

• * Ye*s^oftAi. It S; true I<have everything to make 
me ha^py, but unrest oft^ fills my soul. I suppW 
it qpust bc^soiwhilc^wfe arc in1.his life.’ 

She was* right : Ae heart of man will be battling 
for (Iccpest rest to thi jast. 

‘ But I have whPat is-better than the Cross'to neip 
nte/ Lil)^ continued, Vising and leaning agai^st it — 
*■' His own (tear name. ^'Whatever trouble may come 
to me, I need but wHsper that name, and peace 
straightway flows down upon me. His own peace, 
so full of healing : surely it ,»s blessed to call on Him 
in all things ! Have you tried It, Philip ? Oh, do ; 
it is so easy to turn to Him with all our griefs and 
failings.' It needs but a word, a clinging .^o His 
name, and the blessing is given. I know 1! have 
found it so.’ , 

No, I could not 5ay I had tried ; at least never 
since I was wont to pray by Aunt Betty’s knee. 
But . . . what was that moving within, Stirring my 
deepest soul? . . Yes ... I would, Hsven, I vl^ould 
follow and try. 

The Goo^ Shepherd/ standing ’'at Ihe door— -it 
was not His fafelt that salvation was" effered in vain. 

I heard Him knocking even then, ^nd His fear fell 
upon me. ‘-Is it*'Thou; Lord?’ I cried tremblingly, 

‘ alas,*' I am not ready ; ' I will let 1 hee in when the 
place is prepared !’ And feebly I set about sweep- 
ing and garnishing it, keeping Him waiting till it 
was too late. 
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My letters arc becoming fe\\f and far bttween. I 
dread the effort more and more, though I feel urged 
to write. I yield, but only to be seized with an 
indescribable reluctance, ^nd 1 droj) the pen in the 
midst of a sentence {terhaps. 

this reminds me of Aunt^ Betty’s letters luckily. 
That w^ill help me to catch a thread, for f assure 
you the very sight of ink is sickening to me. 
Buf the memory; of Aunt Bctty.is like a refreshing 
breeze. . * • 

Pfow Aunt Batty's letters were ^ very image of 
herself— bubbling over, cawlid, and sometimes queer, 
withefut tKe • fi^intes't pretence at elaboration. She 
had no time for thought or composition, she .sai[l ; 
and sjife wrote nofie but so-c|lled confidmtial letters. 
But the fact w;^ ^ha't her missives ^mttimes would 
prod^uce the strangest confusion, 

I remember her coming flj'ing hito.ffly mother’s 
rpoip one day wifli a* letter in her hand. 

‘She nyist be stark, staring mad!’ she cried ex- 
citedly, /What am I to do with Jemima’s J)aupers^^ 
Was there ever such a misunderstanding ?’ 
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We tried to calm \ier, and begged Vor an explana- 
tion. . I was a half-grown }tod at the time. Auntie * 
plunged into the», subject. ' i 

•^There wks a poor sick woman^with^a handful 
ofi children <vhom F assisted in supporting, while the 
husbapd served his term^^for housebreaking'.^ .How, 
Jeq^jma wrote to me che other, day that the convict 
had returned — that*che wife had died, leaving him^^ 
helpless as any of his ^jabes. Would I suggest ^ha»t 
could be done ? *• ' 

‘ * I did the nearest thing at hand, despatching some 
money and begging her to send particulars as to 
age, sex, and the rest of it ; I would try and find 
homes for them.’ 

‘The sex of the husbapd, auntie?’ I interposed 
roguishly. 

‘ Don’t interrupt m^ with your nonsense, Philip. 
It is tCo much of a mess, and I am sure ^ great 
trouble to dispose of. Can you -imagine that 'stupid 
Jemima sending me .the whole lot pf them bodfiy? 
There they are in ' the housekeeper’s room, eight 
blessed souls, imagining I have homes for them in 
my pocket That hulking conr/ict, above all things, 
smelling horribly of tobacco.. What ^mT to db ?’ ^ 

‘ Perhaps you meant to write for particulars, and 
wrote for the family instead 1’ I su^^es^ed. - w 
‘ How can \o\i be so stupid, Philip ? I am sure 
my fetters are as plain as ink ; no^ child could ,mis- . 
take their meaning. Jeinima i?iust have Igst her head I’ 
The convict and Kis offspring/ meanwhile, were 
solacing themselves in the ho^isekeeper’s locjra, over- 
flowing wdth thanks, and nothing seemed further 
fmtry their minds than the idea of ever leaving again. 
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Aunt Betty nfeantime running to and fro asking disi 
.tractedly#— ‘ Whcit shoij^ she do with them?* 

• • HoweMer, sfte found my fathgr coming to the 
rescue, and the^misundersfanJing pr(Ared prol^it of 
blessing, inasmuch as tjie formtr housebreaker 4 vas ^ 
bdEgr^Tong started in a foursc of honcstyt^nd his 
flock of children cargei for. 

^ Y/)u have foUowtd me soVar, and I have tolcf you 
tliat evil ^csircs, vainly decking ib be gratified, arc an 
ever-burning fire here ; but td wfiat extent this* is 
true you can scarcely conceive, not knowing hovf 
they are inflamed. It is imagination of course to 
which that horrible office pertains. Even on earth 
imagination may gain a ^angerous ascendency; but in 
Viejl it wields a terrible sway. It becomes a monstci 
of tyranny here, the soul bdng its helpless prey. 

Nothing more easy after all than to clotbe gloat- 
ing Sancy with ascertain amount of reality; bring 
the conscious \yilF to bear, and^you have your desire 
— after a fashion-r-thc table td glut at, the wine, the 
di?e, the handsome woman you cj)vct. Hell is full 
of such things. But all i^ worse than illusion. Oh, 
let fne b6 silent ! * It adding mockery to torture. 
You understand me, I think. The crime of Ixion 
cMjd. the fiery \fhcel of his agony fotm together a 
true symbol pf^^tKe condition of multitudes of the 
losf. ‘ 

Can yo\> doubt that I ^ reSerr^g to my own 
^experience? Ha\fe I^ not •told you that I Vas a 
man of ^nsual bent.^and a slave to passion ? Do 
you im%pne that either is mortified here? Aiglet 
me refrain ! 
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. I am no better thap others here, except, perhaps, 
that at^ times I am overwhe\f*ed wife shame. * How. 
is it possible for qne who loved Lily— who was loved 
by K^r — to sirfk so low ! * ^ • 

lYet fhere \s one ^ifferervc/^ markipg; me out from 
at leas^< some others. ] have a sure mdan3«Vof 
leco^ring ^myself fr6m ther ^tyranny , alluded to, 
imagination ‘itself \]ting the means to that 
Whenever the pure exalted imat^e pf Lily rises 
my soul, all evil passions kre assuaged the wild 
coViflagration ccas6s, at-id once again I seem a^human 
teul. ... 

* I am so tired^ Philip/ she said, softly. And 
forthwith I stoppeothe mule fhat carried her. As 
a tender mother her ailing ^.child, I lifted her from 
the saddle, depositing her gently on the mossy 
ground. We were near k bridge leading over Brook 
Cedron. ^ ^ 

‘ So tired.’ Oh, the sad sad 6tory coijtain«d in 
these words ! But seventeen, and 'always tired I I 
had, closed my heartl to the painful testimony ; I 
would not believe that so young y. life might 'oe 
taken. Yet I could not drive anxiety awjiy entirely; 
again and again I was forqed tb faj;e the dtead 
reality. 'Life will probably ebb away in hemoir 
rhage/ an English physician at JafiTcf-liad said. ' / Be 
very careful ; p.xertion or embtiSnpl excitement 
may tiring it on.’ ‘ , 

And I was ^careful, keeping, her as tl)e apple of 
my e^e. That journe^ through .the Holy Lapd, 
undertaken at her own urgent entreaty, wa^ but one 
coi>tinuou^ attempt to make her happy. 5hc was 
the centre of a circle of love into which nothing 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 


305 


harmftil was allowed to enter.* That I served her 
'was nattlrak 3ut Turks®and Bedouins even Igpked 
upbrf her v^th woi;^hipping^ avye. t Ah ! deathless 
timej love and pain abounding! ^ 

Wherever W45 .went, sh»c* founcf holy mcmbries 6f 
Him^to.^whom her heart had been given ; HeVpcak- 
ing to her through tbi , Bible loved.# Naypit 
•waj He that accompanied hcij from place to place. 

happiness was supreme.. "‘I seem to be in 
heaven ilrcRdy/ she would safy to'njc. To her the, 
sun was fising and setting as in a dream, transfigur- 
ing all earthly things. The fleeting hoikrs to her 
were as mgments anticipating •eternity. 

It came, the dreaded spectre, like a thunderbolt 
frqm ^ cloudless sky — noUcarrying her off, but leav- 
ing qrie hopeless with tear. 

She recovered a little, but what prospect was 
there of,»*eturning health? Her mind was easy, but 
anxiety^ with me was'' great As a drooping lily she 
was,Vair still and fragrant, holdmg her cup prayer- 
fully while she was ^ble, but fast closing her petals 
in tfle faintness t)f d^ath. ‘ Lily« is tired,* — the 
‘ Heavenly Gardener ^ was transplanting her to His 
Paradfse above.# ^ ^ 

We were halting by the, royal brook — Lily ro 
membenng D^vid^and a greater King^fnat passed 
there, Jhe scenery is present with cae even no^y — 
every# stone, every Shrub of that hallowed spot 

Moriah w?.s in vie\V; whej-c Solomod’s tem^ple 
once .stood, and that oth/^r temple built by Herod, 

* where mosque n^w lifts^hc** minarets proudly. 

‘ To our right lay the valley of Jehoshaphat, deejf 
and narrow, a cleft between towering, mountains, the 

ao 
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rocks on the one axle being fretted with innumer- 
able^icavcs, the sepulchres old, of kin|^ ind pro- 
phets. On^th^ MouRti of Corruption ^co our left a 
poferty-str^ken Jewish village cHngs to the ^tecp 
incline.* At our feet w^ the stony bed of Cedron, 
pantihg for its dried-up 1/aters ; the Mount of dives 
w^ rising^ beyor^^,# a succession of «gentle curves, 
leading onward to Q€;J'hseman^ A group of ancjent 
olive trees marks thkt sacfcd spot. The settin^^SiJn 
,was casting d^ep shadows, broken by streaks of 
dazzling light, acrbs^ the valley, the top Of Olivet 
only globing with a subdued radiance that was 
grateful to the eye, * r 

The place where we rested was in the shade 
entirely. A gentle breezrj, but cool and refreshing, 
was playing about us. Lily pat still with folded 
hands^ looking listless ; she was tired — tired to death 
perhaps. Her eyes closed. Oh how white she 
looked I and pure as a dying Madonna Bbt more 
alarming than hei;;' pallor were these sudden flushes 
dverspreading her features, leaving her more white 
than before. 

. The mule and his attendant, had coAposed them- 
selves to sleep at a little distance. , i Happy boy 1 * I 
said, looking at him, , adding invo^ntarily, * Happy 
animal I * ^"l^he Turkish escort enjjaged for oui safety 
lay smoking the inevitable hookah, cn blissful ignor- 
ance apparently of landscape beauty of humai> grief 
^SilencS was'becoiping c/pp;'es^ive » My Lily was 
not asleep, though her eyer» were^'closecj, and I turned 
to her gently with a question ; ' What ait you think- 
ing of?* ^ 

‘ My sins,* she said, looking at me 
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‘Your sins ! ’ I echoed, r^ifraining from what I* 

' was* gt)inf tp a(Jd, lest^X should pain her. . * 0 

tily, my jlious chjld, they ^ gap neither be grievous 
nof many*’ • * ^ * 

‘ Yes, Philip I’ she said eagerTy ; there !s no 6ne 

go5d Ave He. We ha^ all come shor{#of the 
” * . * 
glory, but God only ksftv’i^s how/nych wfc have sirmed.’ 

^ ‘But what makes you tljinC' of sin* just qeyv ? ’ 

looked up surprised^ TJit gift was hers at any 

time t6 open my eyes. I knew what she meaqt 

My gaie went abroad over tfie peaceful .expanse.^ 

Truly wliat spot could be more fitted K) convince 

man of lys own worthlessness ? I bowed my head 

in^hame. • 

^ ‘Dear friend,’ she continued, tremulous with emo- 
tiog, ‘ at this very moment I feel reproved ; even here 
wrong thoughts will assail the heart A sudden 
longing had con>e to me that I might be spared a 
little ?onge/, but I forgot to add, “ Thy will be done !” 
YeJu see that was wrong, for ought to yield our- 
selves to Him entirely, believing that our heather 
knows best, else Me cannot be Hisjchildrcn.’ 

An indescribably *bitter» feeling of anger and .splf- 
will fose in Vnyjhcart ; vhat knew I of giving up the 
will for the gaiq Pf sonship^ My eye involuntarily 
soaght* the Mussulman, apd the ev^P spirit said : 

‘ Bcttci; be a Tiurk outright J* I^Dt chastening^ sor- 
, row, was at jiand,*and I said gently: 

‘ Surely you rnay^livc ; do^not skdderf your heart 
with such thougfits. Q Lily, my good little sister, 
my owq, ^•think of tlye love., that would keep you 
here ! ’ t 

‘I do’ she said, with a smiley like sunbeams 
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•breaking through cloyds, ‘ love here is preciousj but 
a better love awaits me be)fcnd.* ' ^ . . 

Another pau^, but J[ would not— I could no^ He 
silAit, and I Jontinued : 

•‘The* desire to ^ive cannot be ^wfong, sweetest 
Lily. vLet it be very pretnnt with you, and ypn A^ill 
*see it fulfillied^ Go^ Jiimself plantq^d the love of 
life jn our hearts ; ft cannot be sinful, then, to cliijg 
to it Do not wrong ^yourself ; there never jivai 
less self-willed beirfg than you, so unselfish and good.’ 

‘ So ^he brothers love would think,* she said, 
looking at ^me tenderly ; ‘ but you arc riglit in this ; 
my feelings were not selfish though self-willed. It 
is not for my own sake I would wish to live — I was 
thinking of others. Philip, darling, can you under- 
stand that I would like to live for your sake - 
know you will miss me more than any — you, my one, 
my truest friend ! * ► ^ 

Had I been alone with her I dvould have sunk at 
her feet in a transpo*'t of worship ; as it was I could 
but stammer : ‘ Lily, I shall die */ you leave me 1 ’ 
Again we spoke not But silence now was 
sweetened. I had seen heaven opened. 

Her face was veiled in,. solemn ‘^criousness. I 
kr\ew she was battling it out in her joul. But ewen 
the trouble conflict , could not cloujl her trust in 
God.^ She saw the palm of victory^ reaching forth 
her Kand to seize it, for I heard her murmur : * [Thy 
will. Lord, ugt mine ! ' ^ 

'tf’et the crown was not fully hers at that monjent, 
it seemed ; she rose suddenly, saying with quivering 
Ups : ‘ It must be sin which prevents the full gift of 
peace. , Surely i^ is wrong to cling to life ! . . . But I 
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am ready to go ^ . and I fc^l stronger now. Let* 

tis rfiot^e dn.\ 

*I took hold jiicr nanQ*with 1 gentle pressure, 
saying : — I knovt no \ how I could frame ^ch words! — 

‘ Lily, my own, it is not •the world you feel \>ouncf to ' 
— ^and* surely such love ts yours is far fre/tn sin ! 
How can you feel guHty# and tfcjiibled • * 

I She looked at mt^ with a te^venly light gleaming 
IdJ^et eyes. I felt it ^ the ‘time, but understood 
not such beauty, not knowing tlie vi^tor}'^ it promised. 

db feel sinful, but not ^robbled,' she said, *for^ 
I can trust Him, and He knows it. . . . Lbok, Philip,’ 
she continued, turning to the Hried-up brook, ‘ can you 
count these pebbles, gi^cat and small? Innumerable 
^ tlTcy, are the sihs^ of the world. But the foot of 
Him has passed hj^re when ^He sorrowed even unto 
death. The sins of all were laid upon Hin^ — mine 
too. He has tak^n them away ; they cannot trouble 
me!' 

Wc went on beyond Cedr<\n, ascending Olivet, 
anc^ reaching Gethsbmane. The garden is enclosed 
with a low stone 'walV and contains eight olive trees 
of great apt'iquity. , Yhc sJ)ot where Judas betrayed 
his f.ord wltb^a kiss Is fenced in separately, and 
cvfen the Turke^deem it accursed. Wc stopped 
bci'ieath thosn trc/s,.the .same, no dor/i^, which saw 
the Saviour wrestle in awful agony when He 'Irank 
.thf cup that; mcn^might go frpe. 

Lily wau knr,elirjg in ear/iest devotion, pitying 
for ’Submission, arid, I doubt not, praying for me. 
Peace wa.s'given her there and then, shinirjg like a 
halo frorA her brow as she rose — ‘ Thy will be done*!' 

But my soul was barren of prayer. I fcU^ ready 
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'to curse my weaknesstwhich had agreed to this* pil- 
grimage through the Holytland. *I Icjnged for^ oui 
far-off home ; life t^jefe, I imagined, might lTa\fe 
smfltd ypon iJs, whereas death sjarei me yi the face 
at ^very turn on th^ sacred «oil. , , 

We^*took the shorte# way back, passing ^St. 
‘Stephen’s .Ga(^e, apd^ follo\v^i!)g the Via Dolorosa 
thrqugh the town, ^That road is full of holi^t 
remiijjscences ; the pta^torium where the crowrA ©S 
thorns was plattecf and the Holy One mocked \>y 
sinful n\cn — the ‘ I^ce Homo* arch, where Pilate 
pointed to<:he Saviour saying, ‘Behold the man I* — 
the spot where Mary, meeting her divine Son as He 
carried the Cross, fainted for# grief — and that other 
spot where the Lord, turning to the wailing w6mep 
that followed Him, said: ‘Daughters of Jerusalem, 
weep not for me, but weep for yourselves and for 
your children !’ — and lastly, the ^ place whfre the 
saintly Veronica wiped His holy forehead with her 
veil. Here we turned aside; but the road leads *on 
to •Calvary. • 

This then was the Via Dolorosa! A road of 
sor/ows for me as well. **But riot of Hifn I thought 
who once went this way as ' the Lanr^b 'to be ^laih. 
I igrieved for myself only, and nq^ a thought -of 
comfort I foG^i^d on that road. H^w, ^hen, should I 
be comforted here? 

It seem^ <strahge that I rrever thought of visiting 
the so-called city of the J^ws, which is one of the 
greatest sights in hell. ^ It is ^not spoken of, as Jeru- 
sldem here ; but I doubt not it is the actual city 
which bore that ,namc on earth. At any rate, I can 
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nevcii think of ?t without straightway calling to mind 
itjie cjty I |cnew. ♦ ^ ’ 

• 4 bumigg^ dejire laid fiold of me suddenly^to g(/ 
to Jierusalem. Whal though? il Was a town of sorro^vs 
to me, I Iiad Lily thcre.^ It sterns ii m/powj:r 
onc^ again to see the places I visited with her ; to 
traveree the narrow vayey of Jehoshaphat ; fo rest 
by the bridge leading' oter CAkbn ; ti). follow the 
of sorrows from<GabbatlA,'to Golgotha ; a/id, if 
sotninded, to lay 'me dov.»n bj’ thg way at the*rich 
man’s gate— another Lazarus. 

And yet if that city be Jerusalem in truth, it 
must be a city ruined and undone. There must be 
a great difference between Jerusalem of old and 
Jeru.^lem after its, fall. But what is that to me? 
Whatever the city may hive come to here, it cannot 
be ^0 utterly changed that I j»hall not recognise the 
places I once saw with Lily by my side. 

1 Cfi’nnot rest f and though light be fast dccrca,s- 
ing» I am ilsged toigo. What though it be but vain 
imaginings which drive me thither, there is a miser- 
abl# satisfaction in obeying the behest 

But let gie make,*inquirics first’ concerning that 
strangest of cities. • Far away though it be, surely 
there are peojllc here who can tell me something 
abwut it ! 
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Far away^ and separiUed from the continent of hell 
by an immeasurable waste, lies the great city of the 
Jews— a world apart And there, in perpeiual cycles, 
the dread history repeats itself, from the catastpphe 
of Golgotha to the finaf destruction. Upon tile 
sacking of Jerusalem the whole is engulfed in dark- 
ness ; but daylight reappearing, the wheel of histo^ 
has run back, once more to begin the awful period. 

Any one entering the city as the night is dispelled 
finds the Jewish people overwhelmed with horror at 
the recent deed. The awful words keep sounding 
about them : ‘ His blood b^ on u,-; and on pur children !' 
They seem aware that a terrible thing h^ bceridonc 
—that a terrible retribution is at hand. Jerusalem 
trembles. Jhose who liave taken, part in bringing 
about that ntost fearful of crimei, ever perpetrated 
by .nan, but whose coiiscicnces arc not seared en- 
tirely, raise, the , question wljether, after all. He \/as' 
the Son of God whom they .irutified'; they smite 
upon their breast and rend their garments. 

Even- the chief priests and elders, hardened though 
they be, arc disturbed. But they flatter themselves 
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with the consolation that the lepulchre is made sure% 
•As* the grejt Sabbath* .breaks, behold them goi^ 
forth to *he garcjen with ,Caiap4as at their head. 
Pale are their fcces^ and bloodshot thfcir eyes ;• they 
grind their te(;th, but ^tan ifpholds* thetn ! The 
tHV^e .crosses from Golgotha look down updp them ; 
but not one, of those, ^en da^e^ lift ^n,eyc to thd 
place where they hanged Him*on the iree. Where 
► te/their priestly dignity ? how they snatch up 

tReir Jbng clothing and liasten apace to the tomb I 

Halloing reached it they seeVn satisfied ; it is all 
as it should be. The watclf is there, tjie seal un* 
touched^ and the stone in it« place. 

The great Sabbath has come. But never was 
^thefc less of Sabbath jc\y in Jerusalem. A cloud is 
UQon the people ; they all wish the festal time were 
past Their thoughts rod’m away from symbolic 
actiorv The unleavened bread has lost i?s sweet- 
ness • the blood <if the paschal lamb is clotted in 
tBeir hands as.tKey endeavour to put it upon the 
lintel of their houses. The angel of death does, fw/ 
pass by ; he is among them ; they know it in their 
hearts. 

But see; t^iey shake ofT the stupor. As a stroke 
of lightning tfye news has fallen upon them that^the 
Crucified Oge 1^ risen. ,J^he word^of life sound 
as a death -knell in their ears., joirt is it true? 
Corroborative c'Hdence is loud on all sides ; there 
is no gainsaying the A^ondrous ev^nt, ’They hasten 
towards the scpulciire. , It is empty, and the*' stone 
rolled (rom the door. . 

Pilate is one of the very first to whonf the nows 
is taken. His evil conscience ha^ told hipi to cx- 
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pect the worst ; and Jo, the worst his happened ! 
There is a God to raise the r^hteoiA, even,fro«n^hc* 
grave, jAid to destjoy the workers of tniqui^y. Pilattf 
tremljles at every sound';* each mon^ent, he thinks, 
mu^t bring thfc avenger to Jijs door. He looks for 
his wife^^e abject coward^ and hears her cry' 
drearp — O my| dreamt* Alas,#that thou deliveredst 
this Just One into tficfr hands V 

!^ul the high priestt' hnd eldefs are not so oasij^jl , 
dauntfd. They quickly spread the tale that the boc^ 
of ’the Nazarene had/ been stolen away by H,is dis- 
tiples, wfio ^ invented, Phey said, the story of His 
resurrection. They bribed the watchmen to accuse 
themselves before Pilate of having slept at their 
post ; and the cowardly governor vs glad to accept 
the lie, thrusting the unhappy men into prison to' 
ease his mind. 

But Pae marvellous account is not so easily sup- 
pressed. Again and again it is said, the Son of Man 
is risen indeed, and has been seen*by mariy ! And 
the chief priests knoW^not how to help themselves; 
the high council forbids the very mention of HfiVi 
who was crucified. 

By degrees the terror lessens', life in the :ity' 
runs its wonted course. Like startled sheep the 
people follow,, their accustomed leaders, and ‘these 
fail not to appty the balm of seif-iighfeousness to 
every ** wound. Hypocrisy flourishes yielding the 
fruits of dea^h.^ The w4iited sepulchres spread th'e 
corruption hidden withiri, and sodn the whole body 
of the people has sickened with unclean r/ess. It is 
fast booming a dead tarcass,' and the eagles, the 
worms, will have it for their prey. 
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Pilate has fiisappeared. Tjiere have been other, 
• governors tafter Mm, mcf j capable of ruling than h^ 
And the ptople tind it out to their^ hurt TBfty are 
a butt to^ crueity and dA-ision, till •they cag#no 
longer bear ij. ^ The f^jnes oi insurfcctii)h shpot 
ald^ ,the heated passions breaking loo!*e ; but 
Jerusalem’s y^orst en^niy is within her own wa^s — • 
tj^e fury of discord. Wildly tfitf*pcopIcn*ave against 
•ee4h pther ; no c/irr(fe so hidloAs but it is comihftted 
against v^ry brothers. Jerusalem’s last hour^s at 
hand. ^The enemy storms her vails, breathing vcfi- 
gcance and destruction ; the tBid has comf of trouble^ 
as of hatred — an awful end* The horrors of that 
siege have never bcen^equalled. 

^ A night of death env^ops the scene ; the history is 
pl^cd out, to bcgin*again with each recurring dawn. 

The day was far advanted when 1 entered the 
city. ^Thc finaj catastrophe was at hand. The 
enmity within had*rcached its height ; hopeless dis- 
ced was Vhmp^nf. Hypocrisy and hatred against 
the common enemy without ?l^ere the only bojuls 
umting the seOhing mass. Deceit, treachery, un- 
chaste living, pcrjifty, nuirder, and all manner of 
SorAry, ^ewjd tlfeir urfiblushing front. And yet to 
outward appearance it conjtinucd the proud city of 
David. Gj^orioftsly as ever the ho^ hill of ^ion 
lifted her b^tlemlents, and on ^ Moriah rose the 
teqjple in splendour unsurpassed. Piety in^ long 
garments s^pod about •the stftets, makjng prayers for 
,a pretence ; crowefs of pedple passed to aitd fro 
from ’synagogues. Devoutness in fact made 
itself conspicuous everywhere. Among nhe pi^us 
inscriptions adorning the dwellings ^y way of proving 
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, the peculiar sanctity qf their inhabitants, I was struck 



cdiM^Godliftyss is gain ! It seeixed, indeed, a5 if 
th« people )^ere running ^a^ter both - these jointly, 
looking* upon godliness r^s a means, upon gaiif as 
•the covete(J result, and deen\ing no cunning too great 
to obtain it* ' ^ 

heart quaked ItJS I stole through the crowS*^* 
streels. This, theft, was Jerusalem 1 Oh hbw dif- 
fe^rent from the city 4 had known, and yet hew like ! 
^It was the #ame old Jerusalem of the time when the 
Saviour went about in it teaching and healing. The 
Saviour — ay, at every step th'i thought of Him rose 
to my mind, to the forgetting even of Lily. Hcrq 
surely there must be men who can tell of Him. Hut 
first of all I would follow that road from Gabbatha 
to Golgotha — alas, with other feelings than might 
have been possible on earth ! I needed a guide, and 
stopped the first Jew I met on the way. But W 
brojve from me gruffly with a sneer, so did another, 
and yet another. ^ And presently I “^vas buffeted on 
even mentioning the Via Dolorosa. I suppose they 

took it for Latin and believed me to be a Roman. 

% 

At first I saw in their rudeness merely their pro- 
bable dislike 'q me as a , stranger ; before long, how- 
ever, I could not Ij^^t accept the fact that in all that 
city no one could be found who had any knowledge 
concerning the Sen of Mary. * He was fiorgotten — 
forgotten entirely. False prophets »had risen in His. 
stead, to whom they had listened. ’ 

There was nothing left for me but to «try and 
find the yay unaifled. 
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Ittumed a\fay in the direction of Brook Cedron, ^ 
^ndijig thp very*place Jpv the bridge where once L 
rested wdtl^ Lil/. On tnat spot I would rftst m€ 
now — alas, rest J could not*;* T only stopped ! 

There I sat, silent and, alone, •but cofitcnt Vas far 
aw\^. ^•Memories of Lily^were neither mo$c vivid 
nor more real ; longing only ^%as increased fen fold.* 
I had been anxious to *rcvisit*tfle hofy% scenes, and 
f(ii^d,them fraught fv^ith disa^jlointmcnt But*s?nce 
existence to me was dne .great disillusion, ^hat 
matterqjl it I Jerusalem was byt ft grave, forsakc?h 
of the Spirit, estranged from <jod, a pre;^ to hatred,^ 
a dead body given over to tlje undying worm. The 
souls peopling it were^ the ghosts of an awful past, 
living in the destruction they had called down, 
^hat could I have foun3 there to yield me even a 
shadow of content?? I had come thither to find 
myself^ in a likq damnation. Fool that I*was to 
expeot it otherwisej But we never learn by experi- 
ence ; we fed not bn earth — w^ cannot in hell 1 
Faint at heart, J grovelled hay way back to the 
citj^, and came upon scenes of excitement A new 
governor l^d arrivei, thejast but one aj)pointcd by 
Rome, anti was m^cing^a splendid entry. • 

,I,Was anxioifs to see Something gf one of the 
most remarkablc^cifics in hh*ll, the cit)f of Politicians, 
called ^Iso the town of Injiftticc. Thither I nibved. 

• ^n the Voad I met the strangest pi^ccssion — a 
most extraordinsfty tnachine Being wheeled aloitg by 
a rabble eddspicuous f8r scarlet caps, and howling 
frightful^. On the fop of hhe structure 4 behcjfl, 
sitting as on a throne, a man ^^caring the most 
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, elegant apparel of ^aris fashion and last cehtury 
^tyle. The hair slightly ^f>owdeifed ^nd carefully’ 
arranged, the nfcktie ^scrupulou^lj^ while and •eih- 
br(w^iercd, the velvet co4t both costly agd genfeel, 
the cuff^ of Sace setting oflf hands ^cjicately shaped 
like a woman’s, the silke?, hose, the shoes tn 4 n,.^ith 
•bow, and buckle, — -^wduld one^^ot take §uch outward 
signs as the indeJc of a disposition fastidiou^y 
refin^? But no, hi ,1s satiated with blood,* wfei# 
than Nero himseW, hi5> triumphal car on J'he^present 
occasion being an adibulant guillotine. 

Have ypu recognised him? 


Still thirsting for blood, this graceful image of 
gentility ; but hell yields nothing for the quenching 
of thirst, not even blood. ,He is •always lookirtg ^t 
people’s necks, as shown by his very compliments, 
such as they are. * SirJ’ he says,* ‘your neck is very 
fine. Madam, allow me to congratulate you ,upon a 
lovely throat I ’ Followed by his creatures, k very 
hangman’s company^ he likes to ridq abroad amdng 
thq people, upon whom he lookj^ as a kind of raw 
material for his philanthropic experiments. But the 
common folk make faces *^at hiln, calling' him a fool 
possessed of a harmless mania. * No*. one* is dfrai'd 
of him now, for power over necks is* not given him 
here; the unc^tisfied craving is his^puqishment akso. 
Still he ha^a cifcle of friends* and, followers who 
share? his notions with regard to tlfe general rotten- 
ness of society anti the need of sanguinaiy revolution. 
They are sorry for his Sisapgoinfmont, and whenever 
he has fixed upon a place for his beloved •^gjiillotine, 
they very kindly offer fiim their necks for decapita- 
tion ; thp procec^re, mind you, being without hurt 
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or harm to tlfemselves, — the sj^rt of thing wliich use<j 
.to dgnc in 'Astley^ theatre. But their good-' 
natured ijiake-^lieve cannot satisfy him^^sirnffly 
bfcause there ij no sheddihg of bloodt 

It was a^long jourjigy I htd undertaken, and 
ptesed by a town looking a very necropolis. Dark 
and mute it rose ujjgn a dismal flat No wipdow, 
no door, showed life wfthin ; nb\ a so{]fi3 was heard, 

• fhough gates stood opeft #iot a soul camJ Torth. 
(5nce,ttw^ce I walked abound, — not a living Mature 
in sigjjit I kept wondering, ^11 *a stray ghost Ex- 
plained to me the strange Appearance. ^ It was th? 
town of the Inquisition, h^ said ; adding that not 
long since a powcrful.king of Spain, with unheard-of 
splendour and great^ retinue, had made his entry 
into that town. • 

* * Shall I, or slfhll I not y 

I ^ame to the conclusion that where h\9 Catholic 
Majesty had gone, I might venture. 

• But at the g^att I came upc^ a placard suflFicicntly 
startling. Thus it ran : — 


*^AUTOD.\Ff. OF rt:CULIAR INTERF.STI 

t 

‘ Whereas tWs most Catholic Majesty, the powerful 
^rote^tor of thi Jloly Inquisition, has graciously promised 
tft be burnt ilivejafjer most,«royal and fftquisitc torture; 
and whereas syt nundred heretics wijl wai^on his Majesty 
at Jhe* stake: the sublime spectacle of their witnesfing his 
Passing to tfie nether fir^ is her^ith annour^ed, the setting 
in scene being strtjtly in keepirfg with helC* 

A jfrange annoilncemeftt to be sure*! But, no 
doubt he had come to his own ^ place, that much- 
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lamented king of Spain, and the town was even povi 
preparing to greet him*^ right pyally.r 
\ Shotrld I indeed go in?* I hesitatW^ Still. I 
douljted not that*eveiT the worsts that city migiit 
be i aid, on ^the other han(5, that placard 

exerciser a kind of demoniac infliiefice ovtr qiy 
imagination. I must »ee tliat pight ! 

Tliis, theh, Vas tflo' second ‘holy* city I had the 
honotif of visiting, and “In truths there is a peculi^J 
likenes:? between th^. ^Whfet the City of De^truc^- 
tioh is to the Jewtsh people, the town of t?)e Inqui- 
rition majJ* be said to bo to Christendom. 

A shudder went through me as I entered. Auto- 
matically the gates swung on their hinged,’ closing 
with an ominous shriek. Those gates, strange, to 
say, stand open like a yawning .grave to him who' 
approaches, falling to behind him who has gone ih. 
There I ^was in the town of crooked streets and 
death-breathing atmosphere. The high housesSave 
the fewest of windows, and those are pro’-^.ded with 
iron bars, prison -likef Horror seemed to dwell 
within. Mysterious figures went gliding through 
the ‘gloomy thoroilghfares, wrapped in long cowls, 
and hoods over their heads, with two roupd starng 
holes for the eyes. Are they dead m^h risen from 
theif graves ? . And here and theie’' a procession 
meets me, eitbeV of dismal penitenbe, Bffering the 
most horrible examples offanatical self-torture, or of 
thanksgiving,, more dismal still, accompanying con 
demned sufferers to the 4cene of thfir public agony. 
Pomp and vanity here also, fdhsooth ! But the only 
thing which brings life Into the stagnation df that 
city is an autodafi. 
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• 1 

Xhe inhabitants one and all are people who at 
one time or another were servants of the Inquisi- 
Otliert njay en^ if they are so nundecj/ 

I ipyself being ont of the^ few fc^lh^rdy who did 
so. 

^hi. city df the Inqufsftion is as a grave epclosmg 
a tefrible secret For no one knows who, in accord-^ 
ance with thfi verdict ^of^'an urMyfown itrjbunal, Shall 
next to be di^ggcd to most horrible torture. 

OTif is safe,* not even •tho^e who holcWiigh 
position in* the mysterious comqiumty — possibly tlic 
most zealous votaries of a fanatical church. The^ 
very members of the secret tribunal are hot safe I — 
for he wlfo lately sentenced his neighbour to cruel 
and ^xquisite tortyre may be the very one to suffer 
rfcxt Their fate Uys Tiold of them secretly and 
swiTtly — fate ? nay, but a just retribution. They 
are dragged from their hiding-places and brought to 
the bjiT. They shall give an account of their faitlL 
Tf^y are Hterly unable ; no one can do so in hell. 
They are judgdd accordingly ,*» but, be it noticed, 
th(5ir very judgys arc equally unable to confess 
f/ieir faith. 

And no\v for VDrture ! Whatever of horror^ of 
cmelty. has be?ji invented on behalf of the Inquisition, 
is ^11 known heH and applied to the fullest ext^L 
The victims Sre iisembodiert spirits : ^frpe, but their 
imagirfation i/ l^enly alive to tfte torment § On 
ea»^h thcy*ravcd agajnst hapless^ humanity ; now 
they rave againsipjoue another, each being judgt and 
victim in^ turn. The/ wind up with the stake. 
But altlfoligh the fire has no flame, and although the 
miserable wretches are unable to burn, they none 

I ft 
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the less suficr in the spirit the excrucsating agojiy of ' 
dying on a slowly cohsumin^ pyre.i ^ ^ , 

^ Tke end of all is horrdr unspeakable. Soulf do 
no{ live herp ; ’they* fremble afid quake. Evgi I 
shared Ip thp comipon sensatiofi, although I tried to 
console, myself that in such respedt/ at any ra^, I 
was ^iltless, having never joined, directly' or in* 
directly, irf rdligioifci 'persecution. But no matter — 
sinde* I was there, I .^^^med in a like damnation. 

Hdw frightful was the lienee— the lull b^i/ore'an 
jftvful storm! For^»the city was preparing for the 
climax bf her existence. It was plainly evident 
that the autodafi was about to take place. Muffled 
figures kept gliding from the houses, moving away in a 
self-same direction. I need but fcjlow them to j-each 
the scene. But as my souf called up the picture 6f 
what was to be acted, by the most Catholic king 
amid six hundred heretics, a horror fell upon me. 

I could not — I dared not — witness the spectacle. 

I turned and fled as if death in the s'fape of fthe 
holy Hermandad itself were at piy heels. Happily 
I escaped from the town, the cold drops on my fae- 
head, my knees Shaking with anguish. fell in a 
swoon as soon as the terrible gat* closed behind mo 
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I 

I 

f • 

Gigantic structures in eartVs parlance^ may mean' 
the Pyramids, or the great, works of Babylon and 
Nineveh,* or some Chinese wall of later date. I 
havf not seen any of these wonders, or their ruins 
Either, but I venturo to assert that their importance 
dwindles into nothing by ihc side of the growing 
edifice called tlic city of Politicians hera And 
that ‘fabric is rajsed in a single day, meaning 
the space' bctweeif one hell njght and another. I 
call it a day ; it may be months, years— I know not. 
'Gty,' let me tell you, is an inappropriate term, since, 
although dwelling'place,of many, it is but a sinjjle 
masi, ever .added Uo, \j\it never finished. Betv^een 
ope darkness ' and another, it reaches colossal 
dynqrisions, to break down at la.st^n a heap of 
shapeless rum. 'Night puts’a stop to thj work, which 
is begbn afresfi \\>th every shcceeding dawn ; ybt not 
qbite afresH^the foundations being .the^s^mc once for 
all. Indeed it ifi,tlfcy which ’cause the evcr-rccftrring 
downfall ^ for, extensive as they are, covering an 
area of/ unlimited va.stnesi, they arc hopclesjly 
rottca Who laid them is a mysjery ; if one may 
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^ess, it must have been Satan himself.® But however 
that may be, those foundations have ourviveji tlarqugl\ 
^es df superstructure and ruin. There* ^e passages 
thrQijgh themrin all directions, and ^holes where the 
workers dwell — something like tne catacombs. 

The r ‘ city ’ then rise^ on this base. All ^he 
statesmen in hell have duty h/^re as master-builders, 
and of workmen thhit is no lack ; millions there are, 
— hell continually disgoTging them on tWs spot, 
like ISees they bricig their ’building material with 
them, working together in virtue of a common 
^ instinct like those insects. 

You have heard it .«aid of this man or of that, 
that his conscience is turned to a stone. Now this 
is no mere figure ot speech ; such sayings embody 
an awful truth. It is a terrible' thing, my friend, 
have a stone where the conscience ought to be ! 
Every deceitful act, every deed of injustice or want 
of mercy, helps to petrify your conscience. - And 
some people’s hearb^ are so deadened ‘-‘that evMy 
righteous feeling ha^’ been displaced by a stone of 
that kind. No one is free from these dead weights, — 
no* one who comes hither, at leJst, — and some drag 
such loads about with them,, that* the marvel is they 
continue alive. Now this city is builf of such stones. 
Some souls tfcere are whose one oejeupation iv is, to 
free their hei.rts of the petrifying Ibad. Free ? but 
it is hopeless trying; and though stones upon stones 
be added to the risiitg structure, the kony heart 
cann6t here be changfed. Ontf fihds this out by 
experience only ; but some there aie, so loaded with 
injustice, and so anxiobs to get rid of it, that no 
experience will convince them. 
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^he head and comer-stones are furnished by tho 
"maftet-bnilders, ^the forlher experts in statesipanshi/ 
ft*is simp^ astousiding to^ behold ithe overwhelming 
weights produc6d by men of their antecedents.* * In- 
d^d, pne requires the ifisright obtained here in ofder i 
to\6rin an idea as to tlfe e^ctent of treachery, in- 
justice, and^subtle craft, ’they 've|;e caj^ble of in the 
i^s of their earthly life, ^mong tne"m arc.tp be 
fi^nd the greatest wror^gdoei4 the world evgj; pro- 
duced.* No one has a mdre unjimited scope (or 
evil than statesmen, not exc^plfng kings ; and theii^ 
responsibility is awful. For a man might be born 
heir to some crown and codld not help it ; but no 
man can be a statesman without of his own free 
4vill* undertaking *a rulef’s duties. They knew what 
they engaged in ^nd have no excuse. The welfare 
of millions was in their hand — the power of blessing 
or cul’sing ; add how did they use it ? Look at 
history — ifiay, e:^mine the present time. I'hcy 
seem to belie\^, these men, tUat in the interest of 
politics, as they call it, any amount of evildoing»will 
pass. Justice ?— it js an empty s»und. The welfare 
^of natioij#? — the power '^of the state is more jhan 
that They •*t)elicve themselves exempt from all 
Ihws, moral opcfivine, — imagining God, if He judges 
theih at aM, v^ll, judge Ahem acc^ing to some 
special standird of right and wK)ng. Treacjierous 
(Jeliling, t>'rannyt and armet^ force were their chief 
ideas of governing, no matter hdw ininy unjenown 
•subjects mjght Suffer sruel hardship. And behold, 
the world’s perversity judge5^ them by the glittering 
tinsel 6f success, calling him greatest who Out- 
manoeuvres all others in perfidyJ-diplonmcy is the 
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current expression ; kit things are^ called by tlieir 
flme nagfie here. It is quitti apparent an •hell that* 
some of the greatest , or j^es eaath evei<" witnessed 
werfi •committed in behalf of tfee ^-called higlier 
iart5 of cfiplomacy, and tha^ s6me of the gjeatgst 
delinquahts are to be ^ouiM among the starred rfnd 
gartered officq-bcai^er^ who\^e the right hand of 
kingg., 

Kilt the chief dut^ oT^these^ maker-builders consiSJl? 
in, seeing the prqfusion'of material, their own and 
^hat of others, propIV^rly disposed. This ofle/s real 
difficulty ; dor each of these ex -statesmen very 
naturally has his own plan to go by. Ko two of 
them ever agree, even though they should find them- 
selves stationed side by side. But sometimes theyv 
are separated, say a hundred miles^from one another. 
Imagine, then, the circumference of the city, and try 
to imagine these statesmen — one here, one there — 
building away, heedless of each other. T,his is the 
reason why the state «s never accomplished. I say 
‘state,’ for the latent idea w toYorm a state, and 
wh^n it is finished to choose a king. There are 
nurnbers of landless sovereigns loa^ng aboii^ the out-^ 
skirts of the city, dreadfully anxious, to ‘be chosen. 
1 have spoken of those miserable crp^/n -bearers in a 
former letter. ^ 

Oifr statesmen are sufficiently awai^ of the diffi- 
culty of their undertaking; they are for .ever seiid,- 
ing dfspatcHes in all directions, now cajoling, now 
threatening, as they hope to gain 'their end. And 
their ambassadors creep about from one Veart — I 
mean building-station — to another ; but no amount 
of diplomatic perfndy avails, and nothing remains but 
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to call a congress at last. Vut since there is no* 

neuira! ground in all tlig city itself, they fix upon J 
cerfain mind islancj in the ,bUck pver whiefT laves 
thd base of thistbui^ding ground. In V)rder.to#gain 
that island th^y Jiave *no*clioice But to tfy th*c experi- 
meW of swimming. Now one would imagine our 
noble diplomatists ver}^ Joth to IcJ the filthy* 

\^ter touch their august persons. ]?(if far frofi it. 
'TJfeydike it'! (Yoif reipemht4 that the black river 
is fed 'by^ all the refu.se of •inju‘ttice and falseTiood 
oozing «down from the world.^ *4t is tpiite sight, I 
assure you, to see them sprawling in tjic horrible** 
water. They have reached 1:heir own element, it is 
plain; and like 4 set of schoolboys in a mill-pond, 
^he)^ flounder aboht quit^ lustily. 

*No sooner arc they landed, however, than behold 
our dignified statesmen ! Tffe congress is inaugurated 
with due solemrfity, each plenipotentiary falling into 
his place yith singular adroitnes.s, and agreeing with 
peculiar suavity that a commoj plan of action must 
b^ arrived at But there unanimity stops. Innum- 
erable proposals’ are made and^ rejected, mutual 
jealously rendering^ ^oncoiti impossible. One motion 
presently rrfeel^ with acceptance : let each representa- 
tive ti^ and w'^rk out his part towards the general 
artn.» GreaU hopes^ are air^, and tho^csult is truly 
ridiculous. Tjhe completed^ schenrye proles the most 
deplorable /arrag^ ; but no one is prepared to give 
up his individual position, aqd thd crd*is confusion. 
•Vainly the most* impressive speeches arc delivered 
about incomparable bene^fits of simple honesty in 
politics 5 about the infernal balance of power, without 
which the greatest revolutions and rJiost hopalcss com* 
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.plications are to be drgaded ; about the eternal of 
\he nature of things ; about^^Jhe duties of politico in a 
roneficfent sense, ^nd ^tlje moral ipower cf the ruling 
creed ip modem times, ‘which ^brands with infahny 
mere bnltal Yorce ; *about. the high.sjate of culture 
arrived^^at in this ninetemth century, which ajbne 
•ought to govern all^c^ial questions ; about principles 
of action wHiAi shoilld not be set aside even in hel^ ; 
about^sacrcd rights W.hich. must be upneld at 
sjcriTice. In short, no parliament on e^irth could 
develop , greater bofnbast than a meeting: of ex- 
politicians .here. But result there is none, and 
nothing remains but to raise the congress. 

Before separating, however, there is the usual 
exchange of compliments— a prolusion of gratitudg 
for mutual helpfulness and invaluable assistance, in 
unravelling difficult poincs. The congress, in fact, is 
pronourlccd a success ; the trumpets are sounded, 
and newspapers sing paeans to th^ deep penetration, 
the rare discernment, and ingenious sagacity of the 
gre.at leaders in whom was vested the confidence, of 
nations. 

The plenipotentiaries, - duly' elated, ictire with 
amiable expressions of friendly feeling behalf ol^- 
their respective cabinets^ which, however, does not 
prevent them, in swimming back, from casting up 
the muddy waters, againsjt each other. . So mych for 
the congress. 

And the- building continues. Time passes. It is 
long since the radiance of^Paradise has last been 
seen; light is ebbing .away. But they gmld and 
btiild out of their own stony hearts and cofrecicnces. 
The structure arises, an informal mass; the higher 
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it reaches, the pkiner becomes the fact that it cannoti 
^tarid.* They have justfabout attained the crownin/ 
cu^la, wlfich is achieved^ by dii^t of innumerable 
strokes of* policy — >yhen, behold, the towering Jtl’uc- 
ture collapses. \wth thundering crash* heard in ^he . 
farfhermost regions of hdl 1 ^ Each stone U flying 
back to its owner, as^ pries o{ ^espair die away in 
^common wail. Nothing remains but* the gigantic 
‘ft^ndation the 4Du(lder% havc^fled in horror, leaving 
the ab^cetr kings cowering ift misery, like Marius pf 
old on*the ruins of Carthage^ *^t is night, ♦and hell 
is overwhelmed with the stillness of dcatlv the terrors 
of darkness ever and anorf being broken by the 
wailings of desolate kings. 



J.'ETTER XXX. 

• 

Light has all but vanished. My thoughts keep 
wandering back to Lily^my one chance of, attaining 
at least a semblance of peace. • 

How sweetly she bore up against illness whilj 
she was able ; what patience, what fortitude was hfrs, 
to quiet our apprehensions 1 

But she grew restless at last. ' We thought of 
returning to Europe as speedily; as posable j she, 
however, entreated tj) be taken back to Bethlehem, 
and we could not refuse her. With all possible care 
we had set abou^ the journey, yel were fearful of 
consequences on reaching our destination, though 
Lily assured us she felt better and only needed Vesf.- 
, Hours she passed reclining on a little terrace by the 
convent wall,vhere I had spread axan^-as to protect 
her from the sun , } sitting near her ; indeed I hardly 
left her now, and may well say that I wqs sorrowful , 
unto death.' Jt \Vas tl\ere that, for the last time, she 
told me a story, making an effort as though to psove 
her fitness. Her last story 1 It was not\the effort 
that overcame her — her happy smile, the sweet 
cadence <of her viice said so — but death itself.. . . . 
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‘ The morning^brokc ; the mUts of night that veiled 
riie deVts t>etvvcen 01iv#t and Jerusalem yiekjed to^ 
the Veturn "elf life.* tThe Agcistje J^^ncs was coming; 
dovVn the mountf — who was called ^the ^ustf the 
brother of the*ljord. * lie ‘had spent the night cofn- 
muitng with God on th^ mpuntain, even 'ns the 
Master had .been worft,* AneJ Jic loved the, spot 
wjiere* his Lord had wrestled Jn iigony. , i 

‘‘*/*The ap&lstle was go^g l>ome, but, quittiitg^thc 
olive gfove, he tarried a littlb on tjie hillside ovci/ 
looking^'the valley. The sun^ \yfts about to rise, a 
fresh wind scattering the curling mists. » Close by 
lay the garden of Gethsemant ; Brook Cedron mur- 
mured below, 'rtie rbyal city opposite lifted her 
brov^ — the proud tempte sparkling in glory — the 
terRple of which one stone soon would not be left 
upon another. 

‘ Buft: James Hoped to be spared the awful sight, 
for he lovqd his to^vn and people. A solemn fore- 
boding told him that he wouki have run his race 
before and won the* crown — a happy foreboding, -for 
more than town anc| people he lov-ed his Lord, aijd 
to be withTIim for ever would be the fulness of jpy. 

' * He wal about to ffroceed when a woman came 

UfJ to him, young and fair, but plunged in grief. 
She \vas but' se^njeen. Hot tears fbn down her 
cheek, , and shi wrung her^handsj Falling aj^ the 
‘ ascetic’s fe^tt, sh8 implored him to pity her. Her 
husband, she'saic}, hjid'bcen s^ruck'dowrf by a ^ast- 
mg ^ever, ai)d wa5 f^Lst dying. Physicians could not 
help hin;i,i^n*d they were very poor. He pust die, 
alas, anc? they loved one another so truly ! ^ 

‘ The apostle looked at her in silence, arf though 
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reading her inmost soul. He knew her, for she had 
^been p^resent repeatedly wh^n he had proclaimed the * 
good tidings of grace, r But faith had not yet t^en 
rodi* in* her heart ; she clung to the worM, and the 
loVe of self was strong. It seemed hard to give^up 
the world in the flower df youth, and harder stiil to 
yield, self.t Jhe ojd man ci^ntinued gazing at the 
yourig womah silently She felt the power of l\is 
looV, r^nd was troubled. For with ail tendert^^l 
there was in hi? eye a solemn seriousness, a holy 
influence over soul^ which is bom of God. At last 
he spoke : ^ 

* “ Woman, do you rove him truly ** 

‘“Yea, Father, with all my heart,'* replied she 

tremblingly. *• t 

*^‘As much as yourself?” continued the apostle. 

‘ Oh far more I ” cried she, sobs breaking her 
voice, 

‘ “ It is well, my daughter ; there is ? means by 
which you may save your husband’s life. You may 
think it hard, but remember it is the only means I 
Go about from house to house, begging charity for 
him!” " 

‘ “ Alas, Father, how should alms save him front 
dying?” 

* “ It is n6\.‘ alms of money you^shall ask fol*, but 
alms of time. All the days, or parts- of days which 
good people for the sake of charity will yield oat of • 
their own lfvC;s, ^all be given to your husband.” 

‘ The sorrowful wife thought within herself that 
at all events sofft€ people were inclined to c*harity, and 
tftat most valued money far more than time ;* that, 
while deaving to mammon, they wasted many a 
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precious day ^uite recklessly. She thanked the 
. ^pos^lc, ai^d, gathering cj)urage, went her way. 

• • lAnd p|e*sently she was seen going about Jeru^ 
salpm, telling lyr story from doOr to door ^v/ith 
humble entreaty, spiking of heE.sick hjsbaiicl wh9m 
sh^j, lofved, arid' of the* s^ant of God who had 
directed her to the l>jty of cxiaritable men. “ Olv 
have niercy on me/' slie cried ;' >let i^c not aCsk in 
^vSiin i^give ^^e a day, oh eaCn»Df you, and God will 
bless ypu for ever!” 

* Bu^ it was quite hopeless, .^mc laughed at hd'r, 
requesting to know if she weve in her right mind ; 
others pushed her away rudely for even -suggesting 
such a thing ; others ^gain thought it a good joke, 
but (preferred not to joinj'n it Some few, however, 
seemed ready to admit the possible efficacy of the 
remedy, but were none the. less unwilling to assist 
in procuring the, means. Their own lives were pre- 
carious, they said ; they had much ado in order to 
provide fot -iheir families, and should not feel justi- 
fied in sparing ar^y of their precious time. But, 
strange to say, the very people who were known to 
waste time, most caiclcssly seemed the least willing 
to part with even an Ij.our. The poor young wife 
g?cw faint at 'neart, and the cruel taunts she met 
withTiom some. ^ 

So far llily, ^nc no further. One of those par- 
oxysms broke the thread of her story, and before 
long that her life. ^ She did pot jocover — the 
power of life waS:gone ; or rather, it was as a lamp 
making a few last flickering efforts, suddenly going 
out in djrkncss. ... ^ 

Years passed. Fifteen winters Lad gonc^over my 
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h«ad ; I was no longer young. I hemembered at 
itimes Lily’s broken story, ai^d in some hoyr of tqndg’ > 
omotiwi I was one day even prevailed to teJl ’it 
to friend, who thou^h't'^it so admipble that he fiain 
wquld Save known I'he whole. , ^ 

Fifteen years ! and hojv little had f tried tft sptind 
them in a manner w6rthy of ^ the lovely memory of 
her v/ho w^ tgone.^'^ * But, sfrange to tell, after tl^pt 
lapse* of time, a strayt.n'umber of so|/ne {^iriodic^gil 
intcf n?y hands. 1 was^ startled beyond rnearure on 
rfbticing a little kqty entitled, ‘ The begging wife — 
a legend of Jerusalem.* 

Could it be Lily’s * story ? It was, indeed, not 
quite in the manner of her te[ling, but unmistakably 
the same, and no other ending would have sermed 
probable. 

This, then, is the cortinuationr : 

‘ The young woman came to the door of a rich 
money-changer. Having learnec^ her trouble he con- 
sidered awhile, lookii?g at the matter inr tne light of 
a possible speculation. The dyir.g man might have 
money, and no doubt was prepared to pay hand- 
so'mely for what,'^ after aH, wa^ not worth a great 
suih. How much would he g,’vc f6r a ^ay ? a month'?,, 
a year ? Alas, the sorrowing wife mjjst abandon her 
hopes ! — her J:>usband w^ poor — v<,ry {joor. 

* Continuing her way she met" a Roman centurion. 
There was little prospect that he, .a heathen, wcjuld ^ 
f have a hearty for her; the Jewess. he lookbd 

good-natured and she might try.' / ^ ^ 

‘ Indeed the centurion understood he*- better than 
slje expected, for if he' had not faith, he h^d super- 
stition enough to make him credulous. 
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My poor^child/* he said doubtfully, stroking his 
l^riz^ly beard, “ t would ^ain h^p thee. But you seJ 
thij fife oCjjninetis.so uncertain that I know^rtot fipr 
a truth whether^I fl^ve any Hght tt) cjjl it mine^ I 
may be cfead to-mfifrow, and by Jovoi it woufd^bc 
witjced to granf away wh^ I have not got I* Indeed 
I am not sure whether^it would* not be robbing Caesas 
of h^ due,*for my hie 'is solcf#Po hiqii..* Bufl am 
■everthelfes# ! Shall I giv^* you 

some jnoney?’* 

‘ But money was not what \vanted ; she sa!d 
so sadly, and the centurion w^nt his way. 

* She next accosted a w^ll-to-do traciesman, the 
owner of^ a carpcgiter’j shop, employing hundreds o^ 
hanids. That main was^one of the ten lepers whom 
the Lord had cleansed, and of whom one only turned 
back to glorify God ; but he^was not that one. l*he 
womap happened to address him with the iclf-samc 
word* with which they had called upon the Son of 
God — “ Master, h/ve mercy oi\ us ’’ ! but he knew no 
mercy. Turning lo the busy^cene in his shop^ he 
answered, Woman, look at all this work ; I cannot 
nearly mept demands, an(4 yet yoif expect me to give 
^you«of the Jittle tifne tljcre is ! Nay, you must*ask 
elsewhere,’* 

« ‘ put she imp|)rtuned him : “ O m^cr ! for Rabbi 
Ben-Miriam^s s^e,*who pificd you, pity me and my 
husbahd ! ” 

i ^The mlip had noNexpeettd tope tpvs reminded ; i 
he grew red, tHgn^pale, buf found an answA pre- 
sently : 

as you seem tef know that story, y^ur 
request is doubly unfair. Don’t you see I^dw much 
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shorter my jife is than that of other people, since I 
^an only be said to Iiave li\ted from the day J . was 
healed*bf that leprosy? It' is reall>>too much tb^w- 
pecj pc to shorteh a liTe^ already Shortened. Get tljee 
gope, wotnam; timetis too precious for further talk.** 

' Having left the workshop, the ’p6or wife pre- 
«entl^ Ibund herself 'hear the^ temple. Now, filled 
with grief tlK)Vgh shj^'was, she forgot not to cast her 
mite Into the treasury*; 'And ^oinj up shemiet a pr^eijt^ 
whoj" ffaving executed his "office, was retiring frohi 
tfte house of God! . 

' “ Thbu God of Ab*aham ! ’* he cried, drawing his 
garments about him as- she meekly endeavoured to 
^kiss the hem. “ Thou God of Abraham, Isaac, and 
Jacob, listen to this woman I Am */ to be the victim 
of her mad request ? It is sorcery ! ** ^ 

' " I am neither mad nor given to sorcery,’* she 
urged humbly. 

‘"Surely this is sorcery !** reiterated the priest, 
looking at her disdainfully. " Beware, 'lest you 4>e 
brought into the synagogue to be=: stoned !” 

‘ She next went to the house of aJiigh-born Syrian 
ofe’princely parentage, who had come to Jerusalem 
to enjoy his life. And he had enjoyed it, emptying 
the cup of pleasure to the very dregs. With his 
appetites blur\*^ed, he knew no lonp}er how to waste 
his time. 

‘ She was admitted. Through an inner court, a 
paradise in itself where staUes of whitest marbCe 
gleaffied between dark - leaved shrubberies, where 
fountains played and birds Ainited in d/orus, where 
sweet flowerets steeped the air with fragrance ; thr 9 ugh 
pillared halls hung with Tyrian purple and enriched 
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with gold and ivory ; over floors of K(5man mosaic^ 
•anc>. through doors oj^ned and shut by slaves in 
^dtgeou3*%ttirer— j^he reached at, last to wlicre Aie 
Icfrd of ajl this gr^indcur was taking* his luxufious 
repose after .the extrtioa of the batfi. She found* 
hifti reclining on a couch ^itl^ half-closed ejies. An 
Abyssinian, slave, da^kas nig^jt^was coqjing the afr 
?bout his head with a fan of peacock feithers ; while 
V Greek gk*l, fair as the da^, stroked the poles of 
his fcfct with gentle touch. • Both ^hese women w<;re 
beautiful, each after her kind^ bot that was. not wha^ 
the poor supplicant thought of. Still less did she 
consider*that she herself, hblding the mean between 
Abyssinian and* Greek, united in her own perso^t 
JtheT* beauty of both night and day, with her warm 
cevnplexion and her lustrous eyes — that the charms 
of these women paled befoi^ hers, like stars outshone 
by the moon. • 

‘ Wo^an,” s^d the young man with languid 
voice* “ it is true, I care little foj* life ; it is a miserable 
f%rce at best Bui why should I present you with 
that which han^s heavy on my pwn hands? I^sce 
no reason. Philanthropy? pooh — it is give^and 
takfe in the w^rld. Naw, what could you give me of 
pleasure or a«iusement that I have not tasted to 
the full ? Lloatfie jife ; g<>and leave^ne to myself 1” 

‘ Crying bjfterly, the pqor wif(ji left ^he house of 
the Syrian^ 

But heiu w^s a sacred pissiOn ; cite dared not 
give up — not yeti Tlv?re was a certain ruler who 
lived Cor'' his pleasure, and whose liberality invited 
othars to share it To live, with him, meant to enji^y, 
and, apart from enjoyment the world to his under- 
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standing wa^ a blank, f He had known higher amis. 
As a youth he had observed, ^all the commandfnents 
arW ha3*beefl anxious to, inherit J;'‘fe.' Hr*’was th^ 
same*yowng ihan who came to^’tha Lord saying: 

I* AH these thtngs hive I keyt-^wha^ Jack I yet?” 
But He jK^hom he had calldd Good Master told, hifn : 

thou wi|f be pej^fi^ct, gOcj^pd sell that thou hast, 
and give it td flie poor, ^nd thou shalt have treasur(t 
in heaven, and comeSnd fJ"illo\V me!”' And-th^f 
w^ not what the ^y?)ung’ man had expected ; for he 
:had great, possession^,' r 

* It was ^ turning-point in his life, and from that 
moment he ceased bclic\^ng in an inheritance beyond 
the grave. He joined the Sadduceds, who said that 
there was no resurrection, and became one of tlleii;, 
most zealous followers. The poor young woman, 
therefore, could not weK have asked of one more 
unlikely to give. The rich man replied contemptu- 
ously : 

* “ How foolish andfsurpassingly arrogant I I have 
but this one life, and do you expect me to be lavish 
of it to any chance, comer. Know that a day of my 
existence could not be paid for wath all the gold of 
Ophirl You have mistaken' me, my^, pretty child ^ 
you had better apply to the Phariseest^* 

‘ P'or two {t^A days slv* continueS begging f:oth 
house to house, wq|l-nigh^ exhausting the streets of 
Jerusalem ; but all she obtained' was, unkindly 
speeches, if n'6l woise. 

‘ At the close of the secqnd da^ she yielded to . 
despair, falling on the ground by the gate of Damas- 
cus, tired to death and undone with grief. ■ There 
she lay wfth a dull sense of misery. But suddenly 
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the Veil of her tears was dried^a smile Ifke a gleam, 
of suifthinc lighting up M^r grief-worn face. Fatigue 
was nothJV.g noV ^ she rj^e^ quickly and went fo 
where she, knew»she^ would find the apflstle. . »» 

“‘Well, my flaughtef, »nd hfiw hav? you .sped?" 
as Ic^ lie, with loving sympathy. \ 

‘ “ Alas, father, ^are voM of pity. , The^world* 
ijevi), and jts sinful desires ^re Tor self 6nly;” ^ , 
f * “.You suy traly.* c\mpa.ss!on is with God^ilone.” 

‘ “ Yes,* Father, and to Him tl!e/efore will I gp. 
No on® will give me as much hff a single day, and 
many days are needed to restore my hus^)and to my 
love. I well-nigh despaired. ^ But suddenly I remem- 
bered that I had h life — and to judge from my great » 
}fcoufti, a long life— befo:je me. O man of God ! tell 
mev may I not give’ of mine own abundance what 
hard-hearted men ore not billing to make up be- 
tween them ? My husband is half my life^to me ; 
let me giv^ him, th/en, the half of ;;// life. Let us 
live together and die togetherj Or, if it must be, 
let^him have the wlPiole ; I am willing to die, so that 
he may live.’' * 

‘ Thus *she entreated, *• the tears flowing dcjwn 
gently ov^r’^her^lovelit ftice. But the apostle touched 
hc'r head with e hand of blessing, and said, deeply 
mftvod": i ^ ^ ^ • 

‘“paughtey, te^ of good^ cheer,; thou hast found 
graqe in th^ siglft of God. Depart in peace ; thy 
hisband is given, thee,"* and ye^ shal? livi together I” ’ 

• This is the sfbry — I^ily’s last Ask me not to 
describo t/5 you the impressi(jn it made on me I 
felt iw though Lily indeed were speaking to rjie 
from another world. My tears fell ^on the ^age and 
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I 'bowed my Head, sQTOwing not so much for Lily 
as for myself. 

• One thing I fplt certajn of e](Hri then ' Had 'the 
choice bfen ^iven me, I would ^glactly have divided 
my life witn her ; ky, selfish as I I believe I 
could bhve given up {he Whole to save hers. ,F<Jr I 
"did love h(^r! But^ij.ow wbaV^se was .^he story to 
me, 0 pave thaV it movpd Hiy tears — a few teaijs, 
which J was ashamed to sh^w. 

I endeavour to 'conclude this letter by the fast- 
failing light I tremble — I tremble, at the coming 
darkness. This fear, L suspect, is chiefly fx^m from 
feeling that a night to come — we know not how 
soon— will usher in the day<fof judgment Ah, icar,- 
ful night, that will bring us to the day when ,the 
Son of Man shall come 'in the clouds of heaven! 

Lost ! — it is a terrible word, enclosing xill the 
horrors of hell. Am I lost — lost for ever ? Not yet, 
the for ever is to come, says a voice within. But 
again, is there hope? is there a possibility of bejpg 
saved ? I cannot say. Both yes and no seem 
beyond me. Sometimes i do ' try and cling to a 
faint shadow of hope. But it darts tlcougli my soul 
as a flash of lightning ; Y am utterly unable to hold 
it fast. At th\ie3, again-, when I hive gone through 
seasons of deepest suffering, a sudden calm sinks 
down upon me. Dare I think k heah’ng pc?;Ce? . 
But no sooke; am I aware of it than it is gone, acd 
I even doubt that it was. • 

Of coprse there can be no such thing »;Convcr- 
sron in hell. But I keep asking — might it not be 
possible 'that all these terrible sufferings, both of 
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rctraspect anc? of present reali^, had f4wer to pfe- 
pare^ the spul ; that perchance at the moment when^ 
irts called* put t» i^peaf at the great judgment, it 
will flee to Uie ^viour ancf clSsp His feet for iqcycy 
and peace^ And if it were so, m hat iftit w^re thgu- 
saffds T)f years hence, or ,tens of thousands, how 
infinitely precious wer^ this Itope ! Let me suffer,* 
hpwever long, if so great’ a salv’?idon wfre pqssfble in 
egd. 

Lily I ah, I know tliat ,shc ^oves me, with* a 
heaven^ tenderness akin to the* S’aviour’s for His 
own. And if the power of^love — that wondrous 
mystery-^be more than a mc^e fable, there is at any 
rate this one bond Ie(t between me and life. For 
I^krow my Lily ;'that l^nd will never break in all 
eternity. But a bond which will neither break nor 
bring about union* surely cannot exist in the sight 
of hea>^n 1 > 

Afid again, cou/<^ Lily be happy — enjoy salvation 
wifliout mil That is anothei^ question. Can she 
be content to live N%hen I am lost ? And will God 
deny her what she loved most on earth, what even 
now in heaven shdl love% most, fiext to Him? ^ I 
j3annot b^iove it. •So this leaves me with a hop<! — 
a hope centrecfjn Lily. Npt because she has power 
to^savo me, l^ut because she had bce% appointed to 
lead me to the* feet of tile Saviour. • Perhaps — 
perhaps it wiirbcu given hereto do so in a future age. 
iafce may show -me the <^ros% ev^* as I — all 
Unworthy— showed *it to her* when she died. •Did 
she not^say^with her last? breath that we should meet 
agaia ? , And with this sure hope she fell ‘asleep ip 
peace ! Is it possible that God wolild hav^i let her 
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lekve me a pegce founded on *an untruth, a 
'‘miserable delusion, even at \ the soJfemn rpomcnjt 
eoterirt^ His presence? *SureU' <t is^ knpossiJbte. 
So t^je (^onclusiorf seems^ to lie v^ry^pear, but I dare 
not — I tfare not drap>^ it ! ^ i. 

Again, also — the whok of hell is burthen^d with 
•a feeing, veiled and but dirnly^ understood, that tfiere 
is a^pbs§ibi1itj^ of rkfemption Cefore the final, wo^jd 
is spoken, when all i^ at aijTen^. ^ Hope raisqp 1^, 
ffdri^, Tiowever fcftbly— yea, a great hope. » And 
surely God, being what He is, could never let giillions 
SDf miserable souls feed' on that streak of light if it 
were mere delusion — surely, surely not! Jdc is the 
God of justice, and we receive Jthe due reward of our 
deeds ; but, again. He is ^le G6d of mercy >and 
unspeakable tenderness, who can never delight in our 
misery. And He is the God o^ truth ; He cannot 
let us fted on a lie ! And yet, is, it not ppssible 
also that delusion is part of the ,j)unishment, being, 
like everything else,^the outcome of a*^ sin -deluded 
life^P Ah, woe is me, where is that hope which but 
a moment since illumined my soul as with a reflection 
of ‘eternity ? it is^^ gone— Tj.gone,'. like a false dawn 
swallowed up in night! . 

I give up. My hearty would brefk, but nothing 
ever breaks here. Hearts here ani stgong to. bear 
any amount of misery. 

No, we are not so "fortunate *.as to break our 
hearts. I t\Y^s (thinking of something clsje. . . 

Therfe may be a hope left — nothing certainly could, 
be much worse. . . . Things are despbpatgly fast 
hfre, and ’not made fot* rupture. All is ceuse^ and 
effect^ past act ^ and consequence. Indeed, since 
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the word ‘hefi’ seems to liave^become’ |bjectionable 
^wit)i 4vell,-bred 'J^ople^et me suggest their calling 
ttiie placcf^Z:^ Wc^ld of Consequemes ! 

• Have^^ou ajy 7dca that^Fam \fritiig in an agony 
of despair? You Vould shrink back frdm mej in 
ht)>roF could "you see mc,'Jhough perchancc^you still^ 
call me friend. May^ heaven {^reserve you from ever 
^eing me ! 

, I}ut I fojgct^I Was^ryin^^o finish this lettbr. It 
may bo long, very long, bcfQrc y#u hear of irib i^^n, 
if eve[ ! 1 still will call you#* friend, yet it will l>c 

natural that if all break, friendship too must vanisli#* 
Farewell, then, my friend. Please G*od, wc shall 
never meet ! 

^ I wrote the above as the awful night was s))rcad- 
ing her wings, — oh^how I di^aded its settling ! Every 
rcne\>|pd darkness brings new agony, ne\v^ despair. 
And as soon as tl^c light has vanished entirely, hell 
swept ^f Everything with which imagination had 
endowed it : towrts, castles, houses, parks, churches, 
clubs, and all pteccs of amusement — everything* has 
vanished,, leaving ^desei# void, ind souls unclodied 
^•of nugh\ but^barb being. Hell is then like a ‘vast 
dungeon wheje man an^ woman, rich and poor, 
orav^ aboi^Jt iri utter loneliness, ^hile the light 
lasted, dusky though at best it is, one •ould arrange 
onesdlf according to one'3 fancy^ having evciything 
fcne lifted, ynreal though it Vere|— rryi^ shadows of 
, thought: 'still iLifa kind of occupation to sutround 
onesey* with imagined ^possessions ; but this terrible 
night ^mits of no such jugglery. It * leaves ^mc 
naked, poor, forsaken, homeless, friendless — a prey 
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to •bitter r^piiity. shrink togeth^ within tny 
miserable self, not knowings where<^ I am^ or., who ^ 
m^y b<?near me. Nor do I '"care to know^ filled witlt 
the jne tjiought tKat I ’afn*^ in the^^lace of lost soijs 
— ^st m3Jself.« 

Evil .thoughts keep s^ettling round my heart, 
beleagpiering it as the ‘ruthless ^Romans did the un- 
happj^*cijy bf ^avio. '* This\sie*ge, too, ends with ^ 
terriblfe destruction, an agon’^ of suffering, the lii.^ 
of^^icll the world 4ias qcver seen. 

As before, I ^a^.sed the long night shuddering, 
trembling* for outward cold, but with a horrible fire 
within. Yoti say in the world, and say truly, that 
^ere are conflicts in which even rtrong men fail 
Alas, the hardest conflict now seems a happy corwJi- 
tion, for here struggling is at am end, as being too 
good for hell 1 There is only rating and madness 
here, — aicind of spiritual suicide cven,^ — but no strug- 
gling for victory. The soul here is a victim,- for- 
saken by the powers cf good. Every little^ devil ts 
permitted to fasten his miserable claws on the help- 
less mind. Understand me, it is a figure of speech. 
Th^re are no devils*' in this place ^save our own evil 
desifes, passions, and sinful thoughts. Satan* at* 
times is here, but, thanks he to God, fiot yet has h« 
final power over the soul. 

In this very night he was present — come to look 
on the miserable things Ae delight'^ in considering 
his. Though pot always, yet generally, he choosey 
darkness for his visits. “As a sudden whirlwind, fe)v 
but not seen, he is among us, '‘and hell is frozen with 
horror. All the millions of souls then shrink to- 
gether in %p agony of unutterable fear, knowing that 
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onf is awiong^ them wjho never Jcnew pit^ and rutK — 
•the,^reafc destroyer, rei^dy to destroy them. And^ 
{hhs is th3 4 lreaclful thing, tljat, though certaTn of his 
pfesence-;-ay, it — not one of Ss sa>^ see 

here! see thqt^l h^ar a ?rackliiTg as of fire — ^ 

sei3>egts of flame keep d5rtin|[ across the tenebrous 
space, shoving his gath ; but^where is the <lrea(!l 
enemy? pis consum^g e^e^t thjp Very m^oment 

• t|\ay.be upco you, §loa\ng o\^r your trembling soul. 

I willjbe silent — I cannot dwSl] on these horrors. 
Re it «nough to say that agajrf and again I felt my-^< 
self in the very grasp of the 'evil one, wl\o seemed tb 
dally wifth my anguish. It took all manner of forms 
— suffice it to give one : I suddenly felt as though \ 
4 vci>e a bottomle<tf ocaan, in which my sins were 
swimming about like fish. And the devil sat on the 
shore, grinning aiyi throwing his lines, using now 
this c^ril desire, now that, as a bait. was an 

expert, catching fish upon fish. Suddenly the float 
drsappeared,'di;agged down ir^o the deep — a good 
c^tch no doubt He brought it up triumphantly — 
0 Lord of pity,* my own heart, bleeding and writh- 
ing ! It#was horirole, horrible I ^ I^et me drop the 
Aeil! 

' This too w imagination of course, or, at wprst, 
Shtan^^s ow» c\4l gastime ^with the 4iopcless mind. 
But, neverthelf ss, what is there mc^e reaf than death ? 
an<} suffVed a^hundred deaths in that night ^ 

AHast^ fit l^t-^ know not after what len^h of 

• tfme — hell was ^^fven up again to its own state ot 
miser}'Wh1ring to it with a ^asp as out of a fearful 
dreSm.- 

Then I felt It a relief almost io be bdt a prey 
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once more td my owi>: evil thoi^ghts. ^ad aer it was, 
to be left to myself seemed j^ain. As before^ ^thew 
whole oT my past life w^ iinrollM^to rr)^ sight, •sin 
upo»tsii^failifre upon failure, gnkwing at my heart 
>tilUit was but*a single festering wounfl. 

But jfi^ith all this suffering, a longing was blpn^ed 
fnorc. deep,^more burning, tha^ any I had felt be- 
fore,# ^ot fdr ^the lire behind me, — the worlds with 
it^^leasures was de^, — b^[ fUr a li'dng soul*jf 
tlyrstcd — a soul tp%inderstand me. Lily, my father, 
Aunt Betty — from them I was separated to eternity, 
i great gu^* being fk<ed between them and me ; 
but my mother — my o^n mother — there was only 
^eath between me and her, and a' wondrous truth 
lies hidden in that word — • love ‘is stronger tha% 
death. That was the closest bond after all — tl^tt 
between my mother and me — thi bond of Nature I 
What ill' all the universe could be better whan a 
mother’s love ! With a thirsty longing my thoughts 
turned to her — O mother, where art thou ? 

^nd here again a great pain ‘side by side witji 
yearning. How badly I had rewarded her love in 
life! Had I not f^Qen her*one ^d all ? but she, in 
trutA, was very little to me. ' How wrongly I haef. 
judged her, often thinking meanly o*^ her motives, 
deeming her ojld and worldly— -a selfish nature to 
which the a^ppreciation of society was more thar. 
the heart’s goodness — to which ChrLtianib' evch )jras 
'a mere matter ofr propriety ; Ya which faith anO 
charity enough to^'tOach her that 

atfS t^e ^quld tie sacrificed, but wtn'ch hesi- 

dtfttpd. not to sacrifice even the holiest on the world’s 
altars to ttie aJva'tiiage^HF^'Sdf ! 
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flq,ji^«^ck?dly I hfad thougjat of hci( ungrateful 
\^ret{:f? thai I wa^! I *g|jeved for it now ; surely she 
h^»been fljp bett mothers — the most perfect df 
women, loving aad 1 

These painj*nj thougl^s unnerved me— I felt week 

in8 softened. * O mother, ^dcar, mother ! * mv' heart 

• • • * 

cept cr>dng^with the^j^ajl of a child. I^care^not if 
^QU laugh at me, but^I^ad corHc to |hi^ — I longed 
,(i(7ihQr with ^he ^inti)lc\ongiy5 of the hungiy ba^ 
of th^mqjher’s breast. • , 

Forjthe first time the desire®\fas strong me to 
eturn to the upper world — a^ indescribable power^ 
Irawing ^e irresistibly. "rtie ghost nature was 
luttering within me, lifting its wings, urging me to 
gp ; tbut my yearlong f§und vent in the cry only, 
‘ Mpther, motlier I ' * 

% ^ 

A ftint streak of dawn. My eye fell on S cower- 
ing fi^re, ill-shaped and moaning, sunk in a heap 
4\of far from me;. An impossible, frightful thought 
stc^e through me af the sight My soul heaved Ijkc 
a storm-lashed sei. 

The figure movcc^and t«rned.^'. . God in heaven, 
that •terrible f^e, gliastly and distorted, it was . . . 
H Was . . . myt mother’s ! • , 

•I tcftshed^awiy jn hea<JJong flight — I could, I 
puld rtot believe it ... ^ ^ 

Bui^alas^my Wend, what matters my believifig it 
^not-^t W 0 S njy nifother ! ‘ j ^ 

^^oor, pwr mdtficr ! ^ This is the crushing tlow, 

, such^hy5ri be here. I thought I had known the 
vorsf — but this is awful, awfu^ ! 

What more shall I say ? Words^are pow^crlcss — 
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tfie despai^ of helUyou car^^iot conceive.’*' St wen 
poor consolation that, beiij^ equally miserably uiow, 
tre might weep ^togethe^-, uphold one niother, fibii- 
fortifig^<!|ach fether in pain. Bqfeven that, is denited I 
Tears we haVe not— sympathy^ there is not ; eiit least 
I have* not found it— and naturally, since lotje is 
utterly unljnown h^r,e only oow^r side by 

sid»„throu^ \^ges to cqme,-^ach taken up with s^f 
F^o\^ship ? Na^, But it i . worse than deser* Ic^tf 
Cness. We hav^ not a word to say to one aaother ; 
we dread to look at each other. Everything (between 
US is cold, dead — dead. VVe have our own agony 
of fire, each within the soul ; but that fire •^fhich goes 
forth to warm another is as a* burnt-out crater filled 
^ith the ashes of despair. . i. . fv 
I can no more . . . fare thee well 1 


THE END 
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